A Romantic Story Spoiled.

An anecdote, said to bhave originated In
the N. Q. Times, was copied very generally
by the newspapers some weeks ngo. A patri-
otic, heroic, pathetic and tragic tale of a
beautiful and wealthy Cuban lady, whe
while waving the American flag from her
father’'s box in the theatre at Havana,
during a demonstration of sympathy with
the revolutionists, was shot dead by a Span-
ish volunteer, who immediately had the top
of his head shot off by a gallunt American,
who happened to be standing beside the
lady when the Spanish bullet pierced her
heart. Nothing could be more complete
apd dramatie than tkis story, and as the
name of the wealthy and hospitable as
well ag patriotic Cuban family to which the
young lady (Senorita Almada) belongs was
familiar to very many in this country, the
publication of the story aroused great in-
dignation among Americans. The story
has had too wide a circulation now not to
pass through some channel or other into
history, and Senorita Almada will doubtless
fizure in the aonals of Cuban revolution,
when they come to be written, as a heroine
and a martyr. But skepticism and image
breaking are among the vices of our time.
‘Champions of the truth of history have
arisen who venture to attempt to overthrow
from the pedestals they have oceupied so
long such popular heroes as William Tell,
Joan of Are, and even more anceint
worthies. It 1s not strange, however la-
mentable, that the same passion for literal
accuracy of statement, which, if it could
gucceed in’ finding general favor among
mankind, would be fatal to so many great
reputations, should have led 2 correspond-
ent of the New York Zimes to deny the

truth of this romantic story, and attempt |

to remove the Senorita, patriot and martyr,
from her heroic elevation. This correspond-
ent, who claims to have himself been in
Havana at the time, and to know all about

it, is rude enough to declarc that on "the

night of the riot, Senorita Almada  was
not in her father’s box at the theatre ; that
her father has no box at the theatre ; that

there are no boxes at the theatre where the |

riot oceurred ; that the Scnorita was not in
Jlayana on the night of the riot; that no
swwoman was shot at the theatre aforesaid,
nor any Spaniard shot by any American.
1t those who wept over the beauty, the
pntriat.ism and the btmgiu fate of the young
lady, and felt their hearts glow with gen-
eroud admiration of the prompt vengeance
taken by the brave American, can allow
so perfect a_ romance to be upset ia this
faghion, on the base asscrtion of an anony-
mous correspondent, signing himself “Qua-
simodo,” they must be reduced to such
desperate skepticiem as to be ready to doubt
whether there is any Senorita Almada, any
theatre in Havana, any revolution in Cuba,
or any Cuba at all.— Worcester Spy.
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