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The Present Ruler of Afghanistan Is the Ablest and Most Enlightened of
All Moslem Potentates—How His Father Trained Him to Be a Brave

Man and & Just Ruler—In His Yo

uth He Quelled a Mutinous Regi-

ment Single Handed and Won Great Honor as a Righteous Judge—

How He Founght Harem Intrigues

to Keep Him Off the Throne, and

Magnanimously Honored His Rivals After He Became King—To-day

He Is Oarrying Afghanistan Forwa
a Great Oivilized Nation,

rd, in the Footsteps of Japan, to Be

By William Thorp.

‘Copyright, 1803, by Willlam Thorp. &

HVERAL years ago an Hnglish
physician rode up to the en-
trance of the Ameer of
Afghanistan’'s palace in Ka-
bul. He had been engaged
to act as court surgeon to the
Ameer Abdur Rahman, and

had ocalled to pay his respects to that
potentata on arriving in his capltal.
The ameer was away, suppressing
an insurrection—a familiar occupation
to the ruler of the turbulent Afghans
—but the doctor was told that his
eldest son, Prince Habibullah Khan,

would receive him.

He had never met ean Orlental
prinece, and he expected to see a stout,
indolent, ignorant, bejewelled creature
reclining on cushions and sleepily
smoking an opium pipe. He won-

dered whether he would be expected
to grovel on the floor, and mentally
resolved that he wouldn’t.

When he entered the reception-
recom a dark-skinned, clear-eyed, ath-
letic young man, dressed in a Huro-
pean-looking military uniform, stepped
forward and shook him heartlly by
the hand.

“How do you do, doctor?” he sald
in “excellent English. “I'm awfully
glad to see you, Hope you had a good
journey! I've been looking for you
anxiously. I'm in a flx, and you can
help me out. Do you know anyvthing
nbout the water supply of London and
other big cltlea? I want to provide
n good water supply for Kabul, and
I've been reading up the subject, but
there are some points I can’t under-
stand.” .

This was not the kind of Oriental
prince the doctor had expected, but
a8 goon a8 he had recovered from his
astonishment, he discoussed the sub-
Jeet and was surprised to discover
how much Habibullah knew about it,
and about a thousand other points of
western sclence and polity.

“"However dld vou manage to learn
8o much?” the doctor finally asked in
amazement. “You never studied
abroad, did you?”

“No," replled the princs, “but I
learned what I could from my father,
and from Europeans who came here,
and I read a great many books and
newspapers. It Is my duty to work
and to study, night and day, to fit
myeelf to rule my people and make
them a great nation. That I8 what my
father has taught me since I was a
child, and he teaches the other princes
the same,”

Abdur Rahman Khan, the Ameer
of Afghanistan, in whose stead Habi-
bullah now relgns, was one of the
world's few great men. Competent
judges ranked him with such supreme
statesmen as Prince Bismarck, Cavour
and the present emperor of Austria.

He found the Afghans a turbulent
horde of barbarian tribes; he left
them a strong, united nation, for

whose alliance Russla and HEngland
eagerly compete. Out of chaos he
created law, order, justice and the
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beginnings of civilization. And Habl-
bullah, who now carries on hils great
work, was his right-hand man.

Europeans called Abdur a barbar-
ous tyrant, and certainly his methods
seemed cruel and merciless. He ruled
with an i{ron hand, but he had to rule
an iron people. 3

Travelers who entered hiz kingdom
thru the Khyber Pass saw, swinging
a hundred feet above their heads,
from a precipitous rock, an iron cage,
containing a skeleton. It was the
gkeleton of a bandit who had robbed
and murdered wayfarers in that pass.
Abdur Rahman caught hjm, put him
in the cage and swung him over the
rock to dle miserably of hunger and
thirst. Cruel, no doubt, but after that
his section of the Khyber Pass became
ag safe as Fifth avenue, New York.

In such a spirit he and his son
Habibullah administered the law until
they tamed the Afghans, suppressing
a hundred rebelllons in the process.
Then they were able to-make the laws
milder, and introduce education, civ-
ilizatlon and western arts and indus-
tries, until to-day Afghanistan is far
and away the most progressive and
enlightened of all Moslem states—
the only Moslem state, in faet, which
is golng ahead as Japan went ahead,
instead of falling into decay.

From hias youth upward Habibullah
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naturally Mahomed Omar Jan's
mother insisted on regarding him in
the latter light.

She Is a remarkable woman. Once
in her wyouth, a revolt broke out in
Kahbul while the Ameer was away.
Bhe left the harem, dressed herself as
a soldier, put herself at the head of
the loyal troops, and led the charge
which won the day. When the Ameer
hurried back, he found that she had
hanged the principal rebels, restored
law and order, and gone back to the
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court of appeal. All the Jjudges,
whether ecclesliastical, civil or crim-
inal, were placed under him; there
was no court over him, save the ameer.
Every official in the kingdom was
placed directly under his orders.

When giving him this great power,
Abdur Rahman asked him:

“When you are called upon to do
justice between men, by what light
will you be guided?"

Accustomed to the flattery of an
oriental court, he expected his son to
answer, “By your example,” but the
young man replied:

“By the light of the Koran.” .

“And if there is nothing in the
Koran that bears on the case, what
will you do then? Will you refer it
to me?”

“No. I will do as I think right. I
am appointed to judge, and I will
judge.”

The stern old ameer applauded the
answer, and sald that his son was fit
to be a ruler and a king.

The procedure of trials before Habi-
bullah was simple and patriarchal.
There were no lawyers and none of the
law's delays. Anybody who wanted to
see him had silmply to walk into his
court and state his case. The beggar
and the prince were equal before his
throne of jusilce. Both stood shoulder
to shoulder before him and stated
their grievances for his judgment.
Once he punished his own brother,
Nasrullah Khan, on the complaint of
an artlsan.

‘All the high officials of the kingdom
and most of the government depart-

ments were placed under his control,
and the other princes of the royal

had been a brave, enlightened, hard-
working, patriotic prince. Abdur
Rahman was a stalwart believer in
the strenuous life. He taught by pre-
cept and example that luxury and
pleasure were unworthy of a prince.
Hunting, fighting, judging the people,
governing justly and working unceas-
ingly for the good of his country—
these were the things which he taught
Habibullah from his childhood.

The pupil was apt. When he was a
child of 10, Abdur Rahman left him
to govern Kabul while he went out
to war. The child went among the
chlefs and the people, clear-eyed,
fearless, commanding, and issued his
orders and his rebukes as if he were

in truth a king. He said to a man,
“Do this!" and it was done; or, “Go!"
and the man went.

Some years later Abdur Rahman
was obliged to go to Turkestan for
two wyears to put down a rebellion.
During that period he left Habibullah,
then a young man, at Kabul, as regent.
While the father was fighting in the
fleld, the son ruled the country with
perfect justice and wisdom. One day
he had the chance to show the stuff
of which he was made.

As he was sitting in Judgment In his
palace, listening patiently to the long-
winded plaints of rival suitors, a dozen
Hazara officers suddenly rushed into
his presence. They were hot, dusty,
bloodstained, and their clothing was
torn Iinto rags. They reported that
their battalion had broken out into
mutiny and killed some of its officers

while they themselves
escaped with their lives.
‘““Hasten, O, prince!” they concluded.
“HEscape while there is time! Those
sons of dogs are even now marching
upon the palace to slay you.”
Habibullah calmly lighted
arette. “I hasten, yes,” he added—
“to meet them.”™ And as soon as his
horse could be brought, he galloped
alone down the road by which the mu-
tineers were advancing.
When they saw him they shouted
in savage triumph and leveled their
rifles at his head. Two or three shots
were fired, but other men knocked.up
the guns and the bullets passed over
the prince's head.
Undaunted, he galloped into the
midst of the mutineers, relned his
steed up on its haunches, and sternly
ordered them back to thelr camp.
They refused.to go, saying that their
officers had treated them like dogs
and they would not return to such a
life. They would rather die.
“Your grievances shall be inquired
into, and if wrong has been done
toward you, you shall have justice,”
sald Habibullah. “By the heard of
my- father, I swear it. But if you go
not back, yvou shall surely die.”
Awed by his reckless courage and
kingly bearing, the mutinees wavered.
Then one of the ringleaders cried.
“Go forward, brothers! §Shall we
be ruled by this son of a slave wom-
an? Kill him!”
At this insult Habibullah cast diplo-
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macy to the winds. He drew his
sword and spurred his horse towards
the man. The mutineer firg, but the
bullet tore- harmlessly thru the
prince’s turban. Next moment the
prince's sword shaved the man's head
from his body.

The audacity of the act held the
mutineers spellbound: It passed their
understanding how this young man
alone and at their mercy, dared to
slay one of their number. While
they  Thesitated, Habibullah calmly
wiped his sword on the dead man's
turban and put it back into its sheath.

Then a gray-beared veteran-shouted:

“Truly he is a king's son, and a
great ruler of men! We will serve
him, brothers, and gain much glory
and honor.”

The others applauded. Habibullah
gave a sharp order, and immediately
the murderous mob formed into a dis-
ciplined battalion again. With the
prince riding at their head, they
marched to the palace, where the
trembling officers were awaliting the
news.

“Here are your men,” sald Habi-
bullah. *Why could you not control
them as I have controlled them?
Now I will inquire into this matter.”

He spent the rest of the afternoon
hearing both sides fully, and then
gave judgment. Tt was a bad day for
the offlcers of that regiment. They
were proved to have systemaltically
robbed and maltreated their men.

Habibullah ordered that the colonel
and. two other officers be taken into
the courtvard and forthwith hanged.
The others were reduced to the ranks.
Nor did the men escape, Those who
had killed officers were hanged and
the ringleaders were imprisoned for
a short term; but the rest were par-
doned in consideration of their provo-
cation.

When Abdur Rahman heard this
story he sald:

“Praise be to Allah! My son will
be a great king. Now I can die in
peace, for I know my country will
not miss me."”

When he returned to Kabul, after
his two years’ absence, the ameer ocon-
ferred two decorations upon his son
—one for his bravery in repressing
the mutiny, and the other for having
“governed the country so wisely, clev-
erly and so entirely in accordance with
my wishes.”

Hablbullah, having been carefully
tested and found to be of sterling stuff,
was given a degree of power unpre-
.cedented in Asiatic kingdoms. Usually,
an oriental monarch fears to trust his
son. with authority, lest that son
should conspire against him. Abdur
Rahman, on the contrary, trained his
son to carry on his own great work
after his death. ;

The holding of the public audience
(or durbar), which hitherto had been
done in person by all the kings ot
Afghanistan, was entrusted to the
prince, and he was made the supreme

: __.@htm as they did to the ameer.

house were taught to pay homage to
He
proved himself to be a fine soldier, a
Just judge, an able administrator, and
a ruler in every way fitted to succeed
his great father. :

8o it came about that when Abdur
Rahman died in 1901, Habibullah
quietly ascended the throne by gen-
eral acclamation of the Afghan chiefs
and people. Such.a peaceful succes-
sion was unprecedented in Afghan an-
nals., The death of other kings had
always led to civil war, but every-
body had been taught to recognize
Habibullah as the greatest man in the
country, after his father, He was the
loglcal king. :

During the lifetime of Abdur Rah-
man, there was continual plottipg
against Habibullah by the Sultana
Halima, the _principal queen. S8he
naturally wished her own son, a little
boy named Mahomed Omar Jan, to
become king; and she had a very
powerful following, as she was the
Ameer's favorite wife.

She 18 & woman of royal blood, and
thought that her son had a superior
claim to the throne. Hablbullah's
mother having been simply the hand-
maiden of one of the other queens.
This queen had no children, so, fol-
lowing an immemorial custom of the
east, she saild to. Abdur Rahman, as
Saral said to Abraham, “Go in unto
{)nyl malid, that I may have children

Y- her.

By oriental custom Habibullah is

not as the son of the slave girl; but

reckoned as the son of the queen,.

harem. He gave her a jeweled sword
as a reward.

Naturally such a woman would fight
hard for what she considered to be the
rights of her son. She vainly pestered
Abdur Rahman to proclaim him the
heir. He would not do it, but she
worried him so much that at last he
gave up visiting the harem.

The sultana did all she could in
honor to bar Habibullah from the suo-
cession. Some of her supporters tried
several times to assassinate him, but
without her sanction. Once, some of
them told her of a plot they had made
to polson him. She instantly re-
vealed it to the ameer, and they dled
& very unpleasant death.

On another occasion, a mullah
named Kishmash, who was employed
by the ameer as a spy and belonged
to the sultana’s party, made a false
report that Habibullah was plottin
against his father. The sultana helpe
to prove the charge untrue, and the
unhappy Kishmash was blown from
a gun.

Poor Hallma played a straight hand
and lost. From an Oriental stand-
point, Habibullah ought to have mur-
dered her and her son when he came
to the throne. That would have been
playing the game according to the tra-
ditions of Afghan politics. But he is
chivalrous. He maintains her in
equal dignity with his own queen,
and has made her son, tho still little
more than a boy, the “head of the
State offices”—a position of great im-
portance in Afghanistan,

It is quite likely that Mahomed
Omar Jan, who is a remarkable
youngster, will succeed Hablbullah—
Afghanistan being a country whers
the strongest man rules. He shares
the government with him now.

The name Hablbullah means “Tha
beloved of God,” and it seems to fit
the man who owns it. He has now
ruled Afghanistan for over two Yyears
with great success.
and gentler towards his people than
his father was, but he is as strong
and as able.
With the help of Mahomed Omar
Jan, Nasrullah, and his other broth-
ers, Habibullah runs numerous fac-
tories in Kabul, which are equipped
on up-to-date lines. These factories
turn out rifles, cannon, ammunition,
steel goods, cotton goods and a hun-
dred other articles. Habibullah is
himself a skilled engineer, and is lay-
ing plans for equipping his country
with rallroads, telegraphs, telephones
and many other factorles. But, fol-
lowing the policy of his father, he
means to do a]l these things himself
if he can. He does not want to glva
concessions to forelgners. He fears
that would be the thin edge of the
wedge of foreign aggression, and he
does not Intend that Afghanistan
shan‘become a second China.

“We will run no risks,” he often
says. “If we have to call in foreign-
ers to develop the wonderful re-
sources of our country, we will invite
Americans or Germans or TItalians,
who have no interest In coveting our
territory. We will not call in the Rus-
sglans or the English.”

Mra. Anne Thackeray Ritchle writes to the
Pilot that millionaires are giving Ubrarles and
institutions to the tollers In the citles, but no
one has thought to glve them air and light in the
shape of more open spaces.

PILLOW LACE MAKING THE
LATEST MINNEAPOLIS FANCY

Fine Needlework in Fancy Stitches

Up by Easy Steps:to Genuine Lace Making With Pillow and

Bobbins.

and Teneriffe Lace Wheels Have Led

with its dozens of bobbina, will

soon be such an ordinary bit of

furniture that its presence will
aot occasion any surprise. - The desire to
make lace has followed the craze for hand-
work and iz the direct result of all the
fainty seaming, featherstitching and fa-
gotting which has been so popular. The
up to date girl has taken great pride in
the linens and lawns which she has tucked
and embellished hergelf until they are

INNEAPOLIS women ars golng
M to be lace makers and the loom,

quite as beautiful as the famous French
convent work. The desire to have only
finger work on one's underthings has
brought the lace loom to its present posi-
tion and the girls will soon talk as glibely
on “antique diamond' and ‘‘splder’ and
other lace patterns as they have of
featherstitching, satin stitch and button-
holing.

Minneapolis women are considered faddy
and they are only too quick to take up a
new amusement. As lace making ls slow
work, there are some who prophesy for it

a short life, but the delight of owning a
plece of real lace, made by one's self, will
keep many a weaver at the loom, and as
the pattern grows under her fingers the
interest will not flag until the required
number of yards have been finished and
the little roll taken from the holder.

Mrs. L. E. Weltzel is perhaps the most
skilful of the Minneapolis weavers, but
she has known of lace making since her
childhood and altho she never actually
handled a loom until this fall, she has
known how the lace was made. Mrs.
Weitzel is an Englishwoman and, while
still a lttle girl in her home at Ports-

mouth, she used to listen to the stories
told by an old servant who belonged to the
lace makers of Devonshire. She was one
of the village weavers each of whom had
woven a sprig for the wedding gown of the
princess royal, who later became empress
of Germany. Mrs. Weitzel married and
came to America and forgot the old lace
weaver until she found this new and fas-
cinating fancy work this summer.

The making of lace is really not so se-
rious nor seo difficult as one might think.
The patterns are all marked with dots
numbered to correspond with similar num-
bers in the bock of instructions. The

chosen pattern ig placed on the loom cush-
ion, the bobbins are wound, leaving on
each six or eight inches of thread. These
threads are tied in pairs and pinned on the
numbered dots. When the required num-
ber of dots have been covered, the weaver
is ready to follow the pattern. There are
only a few movements to learn and all
others are a modification of the  half
throw, the whole throw, the cross twist
and cross and the close.

With these four movements the weaver
can make any kind of lace, duchesse,
mechlin, valenciennes, honiton or torchon.
In making torchon lace for underthings a

rather coarge thread of Irish flax, No. 60, is
used, and for some of the valenclennes
patterns thread No. 260, a very cobweb,
is woven in"and out. As many as forty-
six bobbins are handled in some of the
patterns and it is bewlldering to watch
the weaver who invariably lifts the right
one at the right time, for they present a
hopeless mass to the uninitiated.

“After one has learned the few move-
ments, lace making becomes purely me-
chanical,”" said Mrs. Weltzel, as her fingers
moved swiftly among the bobbins. “I find
that it. 1s less trying on the eyes than
embroldery or flne sewing. I did not ex-
pect that I would be able to work at
night, but when I wished to finish a spe-
cial bit one evening, I had no difficulty
whatever and found it quite as simple as
to crochet or knit."”

Mrs. Weitzel's letters from her English

were the first to make the teneriffe lace
wheels which have been woven by the
thousands in the past year and it is but
step from a teneriffe wheel to a torchon
pattern.

PRUNES—THE LAST PHASE,
New York Bvening Sun.

A joke may be carried too far.

Supposed that a man likes prunes. He cannot
get them at a boarding-house, because pruned
have been joshed from all the boarding tables.
Whot follows, then? The man Is obli to go
out nnd choose a wife, just so he may have
prunes for his breakfast occasionally.

It 18 thus that Sombre Tragedy often follows
closely in Comedyr's footsteps, and Nemesis is
ﬂreadv pursuing many a Miserable Writer of

Amor.

A NEW EXPLANATION,
New York Sun.
The Prodigal Son was explaining matters te
his father.

friends show thet ‘lace making is a fad
among the wealthy English women which
probably explains why American women
have taken it up. The English women

“You're "way behind the times, dad,'” he ex-
clalmed. ‘L have merely been a mociologist
on a little slumming trip."’

Overjoyed at this vlew of the matter, the old
man took him to his arms,

He i{s far milder.
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