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SPUNDS LIKE FICTION.! A ViU sxcvsm. |

klprnpu Juaicial Reply to a Juror's

HIFTORY AT TIMES HAS THAT
TREND.

0l4 Time Chronicles Are Filled With
Inecidents More Bomantic
Than Fiction.

Lendon Standard:
sald, “1f you are fond of romance, read
history,” he may possibly have had an

Lr:‘nlr.q.l meaning. He had studied, and
also written, go much historical | ¢, rward and the clerk stopped in hig
matier himsell that nobody knew bet- | work of noting thoss who had falled to

ter Row much of what passes under the

second of thess names ought to be de- |

scribod by the first, But as he wak &
very serions man, the probability is
thut he meant simply what he sald-=
namaly, that it Is far more profitable to
iake Lhe chronicles, memoirs or letters
whieh are the suthorities for the past,

and amuse yourself with them, than to! the aforesadd . .0 individual, “I'd like

epand your time over little stories of a
prefessedly authentic character.
miral Collgny was, for his time, an
Lonest man, and yet he cannot be

cleared of the charge of having helpnd | me.
Foltrot de Meree to murder Duke Fran- |

cole of Gualse, and of then having fibhad
o o his own share (n the transaction.

EX-GOV. GRIGGS

h
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RBecognition for New Jersey and
is said to be the leading motive for
est honor In the land. The abe law

| tain cake the judge ordered the sheriff

| answerad o
| wheriff looked somewhat inquiringly at

When Gulzot| Wiping hlg glasses while he uttered the

Ad- | guffering from something that might

i

~yer is also sald to be the choice of
many wealthy heads of corporationsof which his state is the home.

Plea for Exemption.

Bt. Louls Globe-Democrat: o a cer-
to eall the roll of 35 “good men anil
true’” selected ftor fury duty. Omly 22
thelr names. and the

the judge, but the latter was calmly

customary, “Any aesiring to be excus-
ed from service on this jury will now
come forward."

Twenty-two men made a movement

respond to the summons to look in
wonder at Lhe entlre venire desiring to
CHORDE,

“"Well," sald the judge, spesking to
a long, thin, nervous-lovking young
man, “why do you wish to be ¢xcus-
ed ™

“If it please your honor,” answered

to be excused on account of {llness, I'm

prové embarrasging to the other jur-
ors, and ie certuinly embarrassing to
“What Js the nature of -
nesu 1" aaked the judge, -
“Well," sald the young man, hesi-

your

FOR PRESIDENT-
= -~

=t

PSSR o
its services to the Republican party
naming ex-Gov. w..gge for the high-

‘We ghall never, In fact, get at the right
way of judging the men of the Renais-
samee till we understand that the good
warn those who murdered, lled, and
forged for a cause, and the bad those

who did these things merely far the | you want to be excused you must tell
| me here and now what ls the malter

Tuare of gain. William the 8tlent, who
was himself the mark for a long series
an assansins, and finally died by the
hand of one of them, was sngaged In a
pat to take off the Duke of Alva.
abeth was flercely angry because the
jallers of Queen Mary refused to kill
thelr prisoner. They agaln ahstained,

not 80 murh on the ground thet the act |

was wrong. though Paulet dld refect it
a8 contrary to the laws of God and
man, but from n well-groundad belief
that hor mojesty was porfectly capable
of hanging them afterward, In order to
vindleate her own character,

Tord Borghley had a  trusiworthy
forgger In his serviee and made frequent
and guceesaful use of his services, Yet
Elizaboth deserved all the honor her
subjeets gave her, and Borghley waa A
great and patriotie minlstor. Nor ara
William the Ellent and Collgny tn be
blamed anreservedly. Both had to deal
with enemics who had no seruple and
who asted withoul reeard to law. The
gmvest moralists of the time, Protes-
tant or Roman Catholle, egrond that it
wan legitimute In the private eitizen to
kill the “tyrant,” by which they meant
the man who oppreseed others by vio-
lenee and disregarded all right. We
who llve In times when no one can
put himself above control by the state
ara perhaps nol falr jndges of their
doads or opinlons. We hear of the
eourtly grace of this gentleman or that.
It was a fine cloth of gold woven to
uautterable brutality, We need not be-
lleve every word Brantome wrote, but
he ia too (ully confirmed by more sober
suthorities to be rejected wholly. The
ercnmpished gentiemen who bullt and
lival In those beaut!ful chateans Adid
things at which & Hooligan would shud-
dar. The noble Bayard gained a repu-
tation for superhuman virtue by, once
in hin lfe, not acting llke an unspeaka-
Ba ascoundrel to two defonselem
women. The praise ha earnad justly In
tive condemnation of his genapation. it

boasted of doing all the wickedness |

mandaciously Iald to the charge of our
soldiors In Bouth Africa. What, Indeed,
was not possible when the King of
¥ranca could glve his son, the Duke of
Orleans who became King Henry 11,
the leanon told in the memolrs of Vielle-
ville? Thelr authority In Indeed very
dublons, but they are contemporary,
and the tale more than bears out Gul-
got's judgment. It tells how the duke
and his gentlemen sat over the wine
and bragged of what they would do
when the king wag dead, how they were
ovartienrd by a fool—a motley fool—
and how he revealed it nll to King
Francis. Then his majesty sent for the
lsutenant of the Reota” Guard and or-
dered him to arrest the prines, with all
his anite, and wrack the housa, The
Aike wan warned In time and took hid-
ing In the forest, and his gontiemen
lopod for the frontier. while the
hmen, always punctual In the dis-
charge of duty, smushed his fnrniture
ta small bits and drove hix Inferlor do-
mestion through the upper windows

with halberds. Buch wis the courtly,

grace of those artistlc ages

The sale of recent tranaintions in

Awis, Manong Khidichian, an Arme-
nian, and Yanl Macrides, a Greek, will
entar Roanoke college, Balem, V., next
autumn, and after their nation

that Institution, will take a theo-
in this country, with &

ocourse
viewto bscoming misslonaries (n thelr
‘oW ”l :
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tatingly, “I'd prefer to tell you in pri-
vate. [I'm somewhat dellcate about
speaking of It in public.*

“l cannot hear anything In private'
responded the judge impatiently, "If

with yon.”

“Well, If 1 must tell It here—I have
' the iteh."”
“The Iteh?" echoed the jndge, and,
| turning to the clerk, without marking
how spropos his observation was, he
sald, “Mr, Jones, scratch the juror off.”

FORCED TO USE WOOD.
Why the Bulldings of the S8t Louls

Exposition Will Not be Made of

Iron.

Perhaps there |8 no more siriking
exumple of the congestion In the lron
trade than the declsion of the Bt
Loiuls exposition managers to make
their bulldings of wood. This ma-
terial ecannot be cheaper than the
fran, frame and stafl covering, and
the danger of firn should be a serlous
deterrent from uelpg it. But the
fact seems (o be that the falr manag-
cers cannot got strictural fron in time
to complete the bulldings for nes noxt
year. The mills have orders for many
months ahead and can hardly meat
|time contracts already made. It Is
a little remarkable, In thess clrenm-
stances, that there should be no great
incrense In the price of structural
Iron. That Is sald to he the policy of
]tha trust, enforced agninst the pro-
test of independent mills, Thess
wonld like to take advantage of the
congestion to ralse pricea.  Undoubt-
edly that would be done, with free
| competition among many equal Inde-
| pendent mills. But the trust In
strong enough to foree the amall mills
‘to adopt it policy, which Is one of
(enligtened gelfishness. [ts managers
belleve that they wiil make more in
{the long run by keeping prices at the
level of a falr profit and enlarging
facllities, an fart as may be, so as to
I fill all orders.—MIinneapolis Tribunae.

A Deathbed BRecognition.

Lippincott's Magazine: “{incie Jim-
mie"” was the man who had a reputation
for “tightness’” In bhusiness affairs,
which c¢lung to him In the entire 80-0dd
years of his exletence, When ha wis
stricken with what proved to be his last
'linecas, & nelghhor came to sea him |
who had heard he was near unto death. |
The family were gathersd ahout the
room In various stages of grief—he had
not been an over kind husbhand and
father—and the sick man lay on his
hed with closed eyos and lahored
breathing.

“Spa If he knows you,” sald his wife
tearfully to the nelghbor, who tiptoed
1o the side of the hed and leaned over
the neennant, -

“{Incla Jimmin' do you know me?"
asked the nelghhor gontly,

I A deep sllence hung over the room.
Finally, “Uncle Jimmlie" slowly opencd
h eyes and fixed them Intently.on the
queationer,

“Know you?" he echped feobly, *1
reckon 1 do! Where's that gallon of
vinegar yon owe me?"’

The nelghbor had to acknowlsdge the
recognition was complete.

Not Long Enough to Spoll.
Phllndelphia Record: Mra. Wigwag
Dosn your husband kecp liquor In the
hotee?
Mra, Guzzler—Not very long.

Fo,ymer Qovernor Francls of Missour!

is regarded admirers as strong
snough fou for a Demoeratie
presiGential "

“0 YN OF LITTLE FAITH!

A Bowar gowed his seed, with doubts and
fearn;
"l dare pot hope,” he mald, “for frultful

ure;
Poor lmib the harvest been In other
L
ere  the August moai
uld
Falr stood his
wold;
He reiped 8 thoussndfold!

Yot

huid waxe~n

fields. a waving wou of

the midst of their work,
“You've never been married,"”

throat was dry. 'l don’l supposs you've
ever been In love, even. You dop't
kuow how it is to worship a woman,
and find that you—that you can't make
Lier bappy. ['ve tried everytliing—hon-
cetly 1 have. I've bought her every-
thing | thought she might fancy; and
I've thrown buslness away to take her
here and there and give her a gay time,

)
In & dark place one dropt & kindly | She doesn’t eare for any of it She Just

warid,
"Bo weak iy volee,'
chance none heard
Or i they did, npo anawering Impulse
wilreed.”
Yet in an hour
mtake
One pot g lfe In perll for his siake,
Heoause that word he gpuike!

he sighed, “per-

his fortunes weres ol

!

“Little 1 have to give. O lLord," one
oried,
“A wavward heart that oft hath thee

denlod; I -

Couldet thou with such a gift he satis-

e

Yet when the soul had ceased 1te mourn-
ful plaint,

God took the love that seemed =0 poor
and falnt

And from |t mpade a saint!

—Christlan Burke,

At the Edge of Night.

BY JULIA TRUITT BISHOP
Author "“Deborrah of lLost Creek.” Ete

(Copvright, 190, by Authors’ Byndlcate)

HE pray day was darkening down
toward cheerless night. Davll-

son, of the firm of Davidson &

Brownn, would fain have escaped
from the office, for the man who was
coming In was a man without under-
standing. But he could not egcape, fur
£ hand was already on the knobh of the
door, go he gat still and looked intent-
ly at the papers on his desk. ‘The man
who came In was tall and dull and
wistful Inoking.

“Hello, Howard," sald Davidson, still
busy with his papers.

“Hello,” sald Howard, dropping Into
g chalr and leaning his albows on the
arms, 80 that he eould clasp hls hands
and rest his chin  on them. “Sorry
you'ra busy. Wanted to drop in and
talk awhile, you know. Not profess/onal
buglness—just plain talk *

Davidson still considersd the papers,
which he had gathered, gheafwife, Into
his hands,

“It's about Dolly,"” sald the man with-
out understanding, ralsing troubled
eyes to the back of the other's head.

There might have been the slightest
pause, before the other rejoined |n the
friendliest manner:

“Bee what It 1s to ba married! You're
always worrying about Dolly.”

“Yes, but yon don't know,”
Howard, humbly, trying to make [t
plain to the other man’s limited com-
prohension. “I thought I would bring
her back here—among old friends,
some way. It didn’t matter to me, you
know—I could be happy anywhere—
with her —bul mayhbe it's different with
a girl. And she did seem hetter for
awhile—but now she's going backward
agaln.”

Davidson looked at the papers Inhls
bands as though he really could not
spare a minute from his work.

“How do you mean, golng back-
ward?” he asked.

“Oh, well, getting pale and still, pa
she was before. She always says there's
nothing the matter—always has sald it
~—hut anybody can see there 8.

The chin, resting on the clasped
hands, trembled weakly for a moment,
The man at the deek seemed somehow
consclougs of that trembling, and was
vagnely disqnieted hy It

“You're nervons, old man,” he ssld,|

quietly. “Why don't you see a doctor
about —Dolly—Iif yon are so uneasy?
That's what you want to do—soe a
doctor, Instead of a lawyer,”

“That's foollshness," retorted MHow-
ard, a little warmly., “You have known
Dolly longer than I have—all hor lifo,
Just about. [ thought yon were a friend
of sers—thongh 1 did have to almost
pull you around to the house after we
came back here. I've held & kind of
grudge agalost you the way you kept
putting me off and pretending you had
#0 many engagements you couldn't
com~—and then you never came back.
I thought you'd see Dolly needed to be
cheered—but you don't. Nobody sees
like a hushand, [ suppose. Talk about
dootors—I've had doctors—and what
do they know about something thut
doesu’t show Itself in fevers, or gome-
thing llke that? Bometimes I think
maybe It was & mlstake for Dolly to
marry me.*

Thers was & dry huskineag in his
trembling volce,

“What nonsense you talk, Hownard,"™
said the other, rudely., “You want as
mtich petting and coaxing as though
you were slek, Ingtead of Dolly. You
go aiong and loave Dolly to find her
way back to —happiness you muid,
didn‘t you?—In her awn way.*

“It's all very well to say that,” sal| '

Howard, despondently. “You haven't
glven the thought to these things that
I have. You s&ne, T had been away for
yrars—and sha had grown up from a
little girl In short dresses while 1 was
gone. [ scarcely remember her. ox-
capt for her eyes I had noticed her
oyves, u8 she was romping to and from
school, and had thought what a stun-
ning woman sha wonld make some day.
Hut | came back, you know--and met,
her the firat thing—you ware out of
town just then, weren’t you?—nnd T
was wild about her from the first. It
wan a short courtship—and I was mar-
ried and went away—and [ waa the
happleat fellow! And I wan'd he now
If 1 could only gat Dolly to be happy.”

The papers In the lawyor's hands
wera rustled as by & wind. He lald
them down and carefully welghted
them with & book. The worst of such
men as Davidson, Haward say clearly,

wan that they grow hard of heart In |18 completed.

Fears a Marconl Monopoly.

(Barlln cable.) Prof. S8laby, who,
with Count Arco, created the Blaby-
Arco wireless telegraphy system, Is
advocating international agreement to
regulate the wiroless transmission of
menpages on the ground that otherwise
the greatest good cannot be obtained
from wiroless telegraphy. He rayns that
with the backing of British capital,
Marconl may obtaln a monopoly for
aerial transminsion, as has already
been done In the case of ocean taole
graphy.
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kTowe paler and thinner—end more pa-
tient. | don't want her to be patient,
What right has she to be patient? If
she could only Ry Into a paseion and
berate me and abuse me until she
conlin't think of anything more (o say
—1'd be the hupplest creature God ever
made. What am [ Lo do, Davidson?
Whut am | t| do?

His words had ended with a groun.
Davideon had a wooden ruler in hoth
bands, and was clasplng it until his
Angers were white,

“You exaggerate the difficults"” he
sald, after a little,
famillar with the ways of women, but
It snems to me—"'

“As, but vou know this one woman,"”
sald Howard, eugeriy. “You huave

waould but take a little {ntersst—for my
suke—Iif you would just try to be
friendly enough to help me a little—"

want me ta do?" cried the other, He
trind to langh as he gald it It was not
s very cheertul laugh.

“If you will only come around the
house a little," patitioned the man de-
vold of understanding. “Perhaps au
Gutsider, one who is not especially In-
| terested, might be able to find out what

the trouble was. or at lesst to divert

her mind You see, 1 love her too
| mueh, and am too deadly anxlous—hbint
Fyou would be cool and collected. You
| know you might do it, Davidson. It
wolldn't  take much of your time—
wenld i, now?—and think of the gpod
you might do. Maybe she's lonely—
miayhe she missen the friends she nsed
|t hoave-—she was a gay little thing
once. 1 don't know what the tronble is
~—1 wonld give the world to know.
Won't vou help me to find ont?”

There was another silence.
awhlle Davirson stirred a little,
| “So you wish to use me In making an
[ experiment ?" he sald, at last, with an
unexpected bitterness in his voice.

“Not =0 much that- you have alwava
bevn felends with Dolly,” sald the oth-
ler. “You have really neglected her
tlnes che came back here— [t was not
[ triendly at all—and if you were just to
| show—that you had some slight inter-
est In her—for the gsake of the old days
—why, she veed to think of you as a
kind of big brother, I have no doubi—
and it might make her feel that she
wasn't quite alone—"

The volee tralled off, haggard with
anxiety. The man at the desk sat still,
He was reading over, with frowning In-
tentness, for the hundredth time, the
title of a legal docnment neatly in-
dorsed on the back of It In his own un-
shaken handwriting.

“You'll come up, won't you?' he
heard & volee saying, after a long si-
lence, and ronsed himself, and saw the
man without understanding.

“I#t It go now." he gasped, waving
his visitor away. *I will do what I can
—yes—surely—never mind, right now,
Howard—we'll talk of It agaln.”

It was the edge of the night. The
gray dawn had slipped over the rim of
the world, and a colorless night was
ghont to come, plerced through with are
lights like 8o many flaming swords
Davidzon sat looking ont at the nearest
one, white-faced, his lips colorless

“Why shouldn't 1 go?" he aeked him-
| self, clutching at his heart, where a
dull pain throbbad, “Why shouldn't 1
go? See how | am drageed and driven
10 her—why shouldn’t [ go, and let the
 worlid go hand?"
| Hlis arms were on the desk, and he
dropped his face upon theni, shalken by
the shbe which strike at a man's life
“The faleg have called me—I will go
to her.” he whispered.

Then, even In the moment of self-
surrender, he saw the man withont un-
derstanding  sitting there, and heard
him saying: "I love her oo mueh-—I
am too deadly anxlous—"

The flaming sword of the arc light
giruck the desk, through the adge of
the nizht. When the men lfted his
head, after awhile, moving painfully,
like an old man, It was not diffienlt to
wee enongh to write a letter—Iif it wers
a phort Ietter, 1ife this:

“Standish, old man, [ will follow this
in 24 hours—as soon a8 | can pack up
land ship my few belongings. You are
| ight—the far west Is the field for a
{ man—I will joln you out there and
start life over again"
| He went out with the letter and
dropped It into the box at the corner,
| Down the street, to the esast, was her
[ home. He stood there & moment, kook-
| ing down toward (L
| Then he went steadily back to the
offiee and begin to met his affalrs In
| order.

After

A HOUSE WITH THIRTY ROOMS.

This is What an American Milllonalre
is Advertising for in England.
(London Cable) The Times of Fri

* !day contains the following advartiso

“Wanted to purchase by a weoalthy
i American desirong of settling In this
{eountry onc¢ of the stately FEnglish
homes. Would give a fancy price for
a really suitable place. Must con
tain no legs than 30 bedrooms, stab.
(lng for 20 horges, a finely timberad
park, and land to any extent, Goad
shooting indispensable. Must not be
imore than twp hours from London
[ Address Millionaire. care,” otc.

The wall known firm of auctlonecrs
whoae addresa follows, says Lhe wonld:
be purchaser Is now In England and I8
thoroughly known to them., They
have strict Injunctions, however, not
to reveal his name until the purchase

Thoughtful Heathen.

New York Weskly; Misslonary—
Why did you not bring your wife with
yon to thix country?

Chinese Heathen—I flaidee I die, then
Mellean man mally she, and he bal-
hallan, and makes she do man's work
~—wanhee and scrubbee and cookee,

Would Do Their Best.
Father—Now, remembas.", | have for-

bidden Ig:: to go out with young Tom-
kins. 't lot me catch you together

again.
“Ne, papa; we'll try not ta"—Lifa

i
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“1 am not very |

known her all your llfe—and ¥ you |

“In heaven's name, what do you !

it SPAIN NEAR A CRISIS

the man without understanding, whose |

TRUE UNDERLYING CAUSES OF

|
|
|
|
1
|
|
|
|
|
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REVOLUTIONARY FRELING

of two evlis. Spain must acknowledge'
herself beaten by Cuba or save her
prige by fighting the United States
We all know that she preferred the
latter. That her rotten hulks and an-
tiguated hatteries made the bravest
pritengs at defepse possible and that
a5 & result Spaln ceased L0 be 2 world-

Workingmen Want a Government| ...y

That Will Bring them Prosper-
ity and Beform at Home.

Madrid letter: The tendéncy of all
Spanish speaking nations who throw
off the monarchial yoke geemx Lo be,

paradoxically enough, to establish an

infertor form of government.

From all the presént trend of things
here it looks today as if General Wey-
ler would be miore likely a year hence
to be swaying the destinies of the
Spanish republle that that Alfonso
XII1, the king of the (ll-oméned num-
ber, would be slitting uwpon the throne
of Spain.

It is an easy matter to foreshadow |

the kind of republic at the head of
which woul® be a man like General
Weyler. The situation in Veneznela
today |s an apt suggestion of what that
In Bpain would be with such a mlli-
tary dictator at its head. This is not
intended to be in any way detractive of
Weyler's patriotism.

Much has been sald agalnst the pres-
ent queen regent, but no matter what
she might do to try to popularize either

]rr}alu by a

this bringe us to the present
rather circumlocutory
method, but by on® which cannsi be
avoided by those who would wateh the
Bourhon dynasty In Spain, now per-
haps toltering toward [ts final collapse,
throngh the fateful experiences of lta
lakt aecarde.

The fault is not with the Queen Re-
gent, or with the unfortunate little
monarch whose worst fault, it s elaim-
ed. Is that he has been reared contrary
to Spanish traditions, The downfall
of Spain has been due to a certaln
portion of her aristocratic or privileged
class. & selfinh, arrogant, contemptibls
set. who have replenigshed thelr own
dwindling riches out of thes publie
treasury and as much or more to the
turpitude of a servile, puborned press.

The workingman knows he has no
longer any national glory to pay and
suffer for. The glory of Bpain has
flown and he knows it, so be turns to
something real. He finds that times

All

are hard and therefore he wants to
change the management and substitute
a more up-to-date system. The stream
of gold from the Wesat stopped long agn,

herself or the young king nothing|but the illusion of it remained

- EARL CADOGAN, LORD I.IFUTENANT OF IRELAND

——

The threatensd Fenlan uprising in Ireland, foreshadowed in the cables
from Homs, promises to make things lively for the ear], who wishes to

have the Land League suppressed in certain districts.

It i belleved

that threatensd ‘‘Castle” coercion iz responsible for alleged Fenian seliv-

ity. s

could stem the revolutionary torrent
now running at high tide throughout
the country.

The clalm is made that Queen Chris-
tina prides herself upon not being &
Spanlard and upon the fact that neith-
er 18 her son one, that she avolds all
royal functions as far a8 posasible, hates
the national sport, bull-fighting, and
in no way allows the people even an
opportunity to like her, If they should
care to llke 8 Bourbon.

They contrast her detrimentally with
Queen Amelia of Bpaln, woh loves a
bull-fight as much a8 an American
woman does a Sherry luncheon and
who “adorss” the populace.

The fact Is that the Spanish people,
at least the masses of them, wlll per-
gist in misunderstanding the queen re-
gent. That she {8 Austrian by birth s
true, that she Is anything hnt efferves-
eent is certaln. but that she can be de-
lighttully cordial T personally know. If
the truth shall aver be written about
Queen Regent Christina, or rather f
historlans ever discover her, she will
he fonnd one of tha most remarkable
characters of our day. At the time of
the death of her hushand, Alphonso
V11, leaving her the regency of a realm
of ruing, no one dreamed that she
would stay and attempt to steer the
ship of gtate through such a hopelessly
turmolled sea. Everything snggested
her prompt exit and return to her na-
tive country, where at least peace and
friendship awaited her. But she did
not apnarently select the path of roses
in preference to the path of thorns.

In this crisls a peculiar thing hap-
pened,

The king had left as lssue only two
daughters, and the revolutlonary par-
tv, then, as now, was speaking very
strongly In favor of establizhing a re-
puhlic,

The Royalists, In order to prevent
this contingency brought forward Don
“arlos de Bourbon and offered him the
throns, Everything was prepared for
the carrving out of this pact when &
report fell llke a bomhshell in the
camps of bhoth Revolutionalist s and
Royaligta. The fact was given out that
the queen was soon agaln to become a
muother.

Swords were sheathed Instantly and
the most violent opponemt of either
slde could do nothing but awalt the re-
anlt like a gentleman,

At last eame the announcement that
a king had heen born and the ¢rown of
13on Carlos melted into alr.

The queen assumed the regency and
although she was not a Vietoria it s
a matter of history that where she has
her way in directing public affairs It
has generaly heen hettor for Spain. S8he
cortalnly steered the country out of its
diMonltied to a position of eomparative
progperity, for just prilor to the out-
break of the Cuban war I war greaily
surprised to find Spain the rieh and
prosperone eonntry that it war during
the course of a tour made through the
entire peninsula

Then eame the Cuban war and with
It the endless (raln of tronbleg which
regiited In the last vestige of Bpaln's
emplre In thé Westarn hemlsplion, a
hemisphere which she had dissovered
and half populated, being torn from
her.

All of this was, of course, not the
fanlt of Queesn Christing, although
many of the biatant fonls who know
no hotter hiamed hor far It

But It was not Queen Chria-
tina who was responsible for rotten
Ironclads or empty arsenils when the
worat situation of all faced Bpain.

This was the attitude of the United
States toward her. caused by the con-
tinual strife In Cuba.

It came to & question of meeting one

yesterday. Now the enchanter’s

is broken, and s there any

that the Calabran or Catalonian

rnt refuses to pay his cetrio or

the Barcelona workman wants living
wages?

There has always been a strong #em-
ocratle vein In the make-up of the
Spanish peasant. He [s unlettered and
tuat makes him harder to deal with
when hls worst passions are romsed.
He understands that the professional
politiclans never go hungry and has a
shrewd guess at the reason why. Ia
pulling down the monarchical mystem
he sers mo use of substituting ope im
which the professional politiclam will'
still play the same role. Henoe he
wonld prefer, {f possible, to have the
soeclalistie rule follow the dynastie.

The rank and file of the people know
little of politics and of that fact Wey-

ler and others are well aware and also

| that naturally a dictator wiil be the
|ﬁrs.t neoessity called Into existence by
iany great political and soclal up-

heaval,
From present appearanees It wonld
appear that the crizis cannot long be

| delayed and those who desire the best

of things for Spain wish that it wonld
happen and be over. With a sethed
nnd satlsfactory government the Gar-
den of Burope I8 still capable of muin-
taining a large and prosperons popals-
tion and may long continue to be, an
It Tong has been, & home of art and cul«
ture and a center of large productiom
and trade. BERYL GOUDGH.

[ ]

COULDN'T HAVE THE GIRL. '

Her Father an Expert on Husband«
ing of Energy.

Chicago Record - Herald: “Not
much,” sald the self-made Mr. Spod-
dington; “you ean't have her!”

He brought his fist down hard upom
his desk as he sald these cruel words,
and Alfred le Rarron Crosby staggered
back ke one who looks at the tape
Just after he has invested his first §560
on a tip for a sure rise In C., A. and
G. He had hoped--fondly hoped—that
his well-known hablts of sobristy and
the highly moral life he had aways led
woild have served to win for him the
favor of the sturdy old eaptain of im-
dustry whom he now faced. He had
gone inwo John 11, Spuddington’s pri-
vate ofllce feollng that e was about to
carry out & mere formality. He could
naot have heen more surprised or pained
therefore, If, instoad of saving & word
in reply. the ol man had dashed a
bucket of cold water over him. When
he could speak the nstonished Yover
BRI

“Bu-but, Mr. Spuddington, I hope
you know that T have always been clr-
cumepect o my habigs"

‘If elreumapect means 0. K the
bheautiful  girl's father answered, “1
know it

*Poermit me, gir. to draw your sttem-
tion 1o the fact—I may say the Impor-
tani fact—that | was third in my class

fat college,'

“That's nll right | suppose, ax fay
a8 1l goes.™ :

“1 eame of a proud old famlly, Mr.
Spuddington. T can trace my ancvstry
back to—"

“Anybody that waste's time tracin®
hig uncestry haek those days can't bute
ah;-nd ';:tr'::v tn]r. This s no time for.
golng back unless there's money In i,
and there's another thing 1’1 tell -
That lIetier you wrote yesten
{ﬁ? w:: t':cm:lln‘f I.nl I:!: me at

no Any fool that waste's
writin® out IMinols when u#
just as well if he made sn |

ain't the for
V'm In & hurry (hie moraint”




