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" ONB PRICE CASH CLOTHING HOUSE

No. 184 West Baltimore Street,
BALTIMORE, MD.

B L T cecen

THE sterling reputation that marked the successful career of this House from
the day it opened business for

Fine and Perfect Fitting Clothing

Is still maintained and can be relied on in every department. Oar establish-

ment is filled to its utmost capacity with

MEN AND BOYS’ CLOTHING

and each garment sold can be safely accepted to be what it is represented. We
extend a cordial invitation to all to give us a call.
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NEW YORK

LEADING ONE PRICE CASH CLOTHING HOUSE,

No. 184 West Baltimore 8t.,
BALTIMORE.

BRANCH 503 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.
&5~ Samples sent on application.
Murch 29, 1878 —3m.

The reputation of our Philndelphia House is a Guarantee of the High Standard
of CLOTHING of which we have an

IMMENSE ASSORTMENT,

NOW READY FOR THIS

Spring and Summer.

A FULL AND YARIED STOCK OF

GENTLEMEN’S FURNISHING GOODS

Piece Goods for Order Work.

WANAMAKER,
166 West Baltimore Street,

BALTIMORIE.
April 1, 18781y,

ISSOLUTION—The firm of BURNS & SLOAN dissolved Feb. 18th, 1878, by mutual consent
The Books of the late firm will be found at the Office of GEO. F. SLOAN & BRO. who are
fully authorized to settle the same.

GEO. F. SLOAN & BRO.
132 Light Street Wharf,

(BURNS & SLOAN'S OLD STAND.)

LUMBER.

Sash, Doors, Bricks, &ec,
LOW PRICES.

If You Need Any of the Above Please Write for Prices.
March 8, 1878—1y

Dissolution of Co-Partnership.

The firm of BURNS & SLOAN having been dissolved February 18th, 1878, by mutual consent,
the undersigned will conduct the

LUMBER BUSINESS,
in all its branches, and offer a full and well selected stock of
BUILDING AND HARDWOOD LUMBER, SHINGLES, FENCING, §ec., &c
in lots to suit, and at Lowest Prices.

SAMUEL BURNS & CO., 104 Licur St. Whnarr, Bat1imoRe.
March 8, 1878—3m.

J. WEINMANN & SONS

Marble Works,

4 and 6 North Front Street,

NEAR BALTILORE STREET,

BALTIMORE.

e ——

Monuments, Headstones, Statuary,

And all kinds of Carving and Sculpture in Marble and Sands‘one, designed
and executed in an excellent style, and at ressonable prices. We sell 25 per
cent. r than any other House in Town,

Nov. 30, 1877—1y.

1 fook along the columbed years,
life’s riven fane
Just where it fell amid the jeers
Of scornful lips, whose mocking sneers
Forever hiss within mine ears,
To break the sleep of pain.

I ean but own my life in vain—
LA T
m goal I sought to gain
1 missed the measure of the nf:iln'
That lulls Fame's fever in the brain,
And bids Earth’s tumult cease.

Myself! Alas, for theme sb poor—
A theme but rich in fear;
. 1 stand a wreck on Error’s $hore,
A spectre not within door,
A houseless shadow evermore,
An exile lingering bere.

[From “Constantinople,” by Edmondo
de Amicis.]

LIVING CONSTANTINOPLE.

To see the population of Constantino-
le it is weﬁn to go upon the floating
ridge, about one quarter of a mile in

length, which extends from the most

advanced point of Galata to the oppo-
site shore of the Golden Horn, facing
the great mosque of the Sultana Valide.

Both shores are European territory; but

the bridge may be said to connect Asia

to Europe, because in Stamboul there is
nothing European save the ground, and
even the Christian suburbs that crown
it are of Asiatic character and color.
The Golden Horn, which has the look
of a river, separates two worlds, like the
ocean. The news of events in Europe
which circulates in Galata and Pera
clearly and minutely, and much discus-
sed, arrives on the other shore confused
and garbled, like a distant echo; the
fame of great men and great things in
the west is stopped by that narrow wa-
ter as by an insuperable barrier, and

over that bridge, where every day a

hundred thousand people pass, not cne

idea passes in ten years.

ftanding there one can see all Con-
stantinople go by in an hour. What-
ever can be imagined that is mosf ex-
travagant in type, costume and social
class may there be seen within the space
of 20 paces and 10 minutes time. Be-
hind a throng of Turkish portets who
pass running, and bending under enior-
mous burdens, advances 8 sedan chair,
inlaid with ivory and mother-of-pearl,
and bearing an Armenian lady; and at
either side of it a Bedouin wrapped ina
white mantle and a Turk in muslin tur-
ban and a sky-blue caftan, beside whom,
canters a young Greek gentleman fol-
lowed by his dragoman in embroidered
vest, and a Dervise with his tall conical
hat and tunicof camel’s hair, who makes
way for the carriage of a European am-
bassador, preceded by his running foot-
man in gorgeous livery. All this is
only seen in a glimpse, and the next
moment you find yoursell in the midst
of a crowd of Persians, in pyramidal
bonnets of Astrakan fur, who are fol-
lowed by a Hebrew in a long yellow
coat, open at the sides; a frowsy-headed

Gypsy woman with her chilt‘yin a bag

at her back; a Catholic priest with bre-

viary and staff; while in the midst of a

confused throng of Greeks, Turks and

Armenians comes abigeunuch on horse-

back, crying out, ““Larya!’’ (make way!)

and preceding a Turkish carriage,
painted with flowers and birds, and
filled with the ladies of a harem, dressed
in green and violet, and wrapped in
large white veils; behind a sister of
charity from the hospital at Pera, an

African slave carrying a monkey, and

a professional story-teller in a necro-

mancer’s habit, and what is quite natu-

ral, but appears strange to the new-
comer, all these diverse people pass
each other without a look, like a crowd
in London; and not a single countenance
wears a smile. The Albanian, in his
white petticoat, and with pistols in his
sash, beside the Tartar, dressed in sheep-
skins; the Turk, astride of his capari-
soned ass, threads pompously two long
strings of camels; behind an adjutant of
an imperial prince, mounted upon his

Arab steed, clatters a cart filled with all

the odd domestic rubbish of a Turkish

household; the Mohammedan woman
afoot, the veiled slave woman, the

Greek with her red cav and her hair

on her shoulders, the Malteese hooded

in her black faldetta, the Hebrew wo-
man dressed in the antique costume of

India, the negress wrapped in a many-

colored shaw! from Cairo, the Armenian !

from Trebizond, all veiled in black like
a funeral apparition are seen in a single
fil-, as if‘flaccd there on purpose to be
contrasted with each other.

It is a changing mosaic of races and
rehgions that is composed and scattered
continually with a rapidity that the eye
can scarcely follow. It is amusing to
look only at the passing feet and see all
the foot coverings in the world go by,

s hindred more. One must
glert iint to be jostled and

at every step. Now itis a'W
rier with & colored jar upon B
now a Russian lady on ho
a squad of imperial :
dress, and stepping as if to'an
now a crew of Armenian #;
and two, ca g on their ¢!
menoeb:.n,of which are s
great bales of merchandise; “a
throngofof‘h'l'u::d who dart fre
ight e to emb
:z:men that lie‘:bcn. hen
tread of many feet, a murs

sound of voices, gutteral notes,
ﬁo:l“ interjectional, i-“l?c Ore
and strange, among which
French cridiﬂ Wwords that
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Ukraine, an Egyptian, a native of Tu-
Bis, a prince of Imerezia is passing by.
It seems that Constantinople is the same
#s it always was; the capital of three

W | continents, and the queen of twenty

vice realms. But even this idea Is in-

sufficient to acrotnt for the spectacle,

and one fanties a tide of émigration,

uced by some enormots cataclysm,

at has dveftirned the antique conti-
fient.

Seekers after the beautiful or the hor-
rible will here find their most audacious
desires fulfilled: Raphael would be in
ecstasies, and Rembrandt would tear

| his hair. The purest types of Greek

and Caucasian beauty are mingled with
flst noses and woolly heads; queens and

ear seem like luminous po
black darkness. The figy t
attract the eye Ii': all this crowd £
Circassidns;, & in groups At e
and five together, S St h

bearded ment of a terrible counienance,
wearing bearskin caps like the old Na-
poleonic guard, long, black caftans, dag-
gers at their girdles and silver cartridge
boxes on their Breasts; real figures of
banditti, who look s they had come to
Constantinople to s¢ll a daughter or a
sister—with their hands imbued with
Russian blood. Then the Syriatis, with
robes in the form of Byzantine dalmat-
ic, and their beads enveloped in gold-
striped handkerchiefs { Bulgarians,
dressed in coarse’serge and caps encir-

o €

nished leather, their tunics bound round
the waist with metal girdles; Greeks
from the Archipelago, covered from
head to foot with embroidery, tassels
and shining buttons.

From time to time the crowd slack-
ens a little; but instantly other groups
advance, waving with red caps and
white turbans, amid which the cylindri-
cal hats, umbrellas and pyramidal head-
dresses of Europeans, male and female,
seem to float, borne onward by that
Musselman torrent. It is amazingeven
to note the variety of religions.

The shining bald head ot the Capu-
chin friar, the towering janissary tur-
ban of an Ulema, alternate with the
black veil of an Armentafi priest,
Imaums with white tunics, veiled nuns,
chaplains of the Turkish army, dressed
in green, with sabres at their sides, Do-
minican friars, pilgrims returned trom
Mecca with a talisman hanging at their
necks, Jesuits, Dervises, and this is very
strange; Detvises that tear their own
flesh in expiation of their sins, and cross
the bridge under a -sun-umbrella, all
pass by. If you are attentive, you may
notice in the throng a thousand amus-
ing incidents. Here is a eunuch, shew:
ing the white of his eye at a Christian
exquisite, who has glanced too curious-
ly into the carriage of his mistress; there
is a French cocotte, dressed after the
latest fashion-plate, leading by the hand
the begloved and bejeweled son of a
pasha; or a lady of Stamboul, feigning

to' adjust her veil that she 3
more easily at the tsain dmmr
Pers; or a sergeant of cavalry in full
uniform stopping in the middle of the
bridge to blow his nose with his fingers
in a way to give one a cold chill; or a
quack, taking his last sous from some
poor devil, and making a cabalistic ges-
ture over his face to cure him of sore
eyes.

Sometimes there passes a mighty
pasha with three tails, lounging in a
splendid carriage followed by his pipe-
bearer on foot, his guard and one black
slave, and then all the Turks salute,
touching the forehead and breast, and
the mendicant women, horrible witches,
with muffled faces and naked breasts,
run after the carriage crying for chari-
ty. Eunuchs not on service pass in
twos and threes and five together, cig-
arette in mouth, and are recognized by
their corpulence, their long arms and
black habits. Little Turkish girls
dressed like boys, in green full trousers
and rose or yellow vests, run and jump
with fteline agility, making way for
themselves with their henna-tinted
hands. Boot blacks with gilded boxes,
barbers with bench and basin in hand,
sellers of water and sweetmeats cleave
the press in every direction, screaming
in Greek and Turkish. At every ste
comes glittering a military division, of-
ficers in fez and scarlet trousers, their
breasts constellated with medals; grooms
from the seraglio looking like generals
of the army; gendarmes, with a whole
srsenal at their belts; zeibecks, or free
soldiers, with those enmormous baggy
trousers, that make them resemble in
profile the Hottentot Venus:; imperial
guards, with long white plumes upon
their casque and gold-bedizened breasts;
caty guards of (‘,:osuntinoplr; guards,
as one might say, to keep back the
waves of the Atlantic ocean. The con-
trasts between all this gold and all those
rags, between people loaded down with
garments looking like walking bazaars
and people almost naked, are most ex-
traordinary. The spectacle of so much
nudity is alone a wonder. Here are to
be seen all shades of skin colors, from
the milky whiteness of Albania to the
crow blackness of Central Africa and
the bluish blackness of Darfur; chests

cled with fur; Georgians in hats of ¥ar- | |

ieo'g, i
Fﬁroﬁémtb Shw uvene,

that if you struck upon them would re- |
| sound like a huge bass, or rattle like | of emergency, answered, as he mechan- | torments.
from that of Adam up to the late fash- | pottery: backs, oily, stony, full of wrin- | ically picked wup another fig: *No, |

| fairies pass beside you; lovely fices and

faces deforiied by disease and wounds;

E1 monstrous feet, and tiny Circassian feet
no

longer than your hand, gigantic por-
efiorinously corptilent Turks and

P A

3
1 ind d

at 1 Yyou with p“
x-tnngest in which can be presented

e ascetic life, the abiise of pleasure,
extreme fatigue, the excess of o
and the misery that kills.
colors may here have his fill. No two
figures are dressed alike. Here are
shawls twisted around the head, sivage
fillets, corohets of fags, skirts dnd un-
dervests in stripes and squares like har-
lequins, girdles stuck ﬂm of knives that
reach to the arm-pits, Mameluke trou-
sers; short drawers, skirts, togas, trail-
tig shieéts, éats trimmed vi(t)lE‘ermine.
vests like golden cuirasses, sleeves
Kuﬂ'ed and slashed, habits menkish and

abits covered with gold lace, men
dressed like women, dnd women that
look like men; beggars with the port of
pfinces, a ragged elegance, a profusion
of colors, of fringes, tags, and fluttering
ends of childish and theatrical decora-
tions, that remind one of a masquerade
in a mad-house, for which all the old
clothes dealers in the universe liave
emptied their stores.

The first amazement over, the festive
colors fade; 1t is no longer a grand car-
nival procession that is passing; it is
humanity itself filing by with all its mis-
eries and follies, with all the infinite
discords of its belief and its laws: it is
a pilgrimage of a debased people and a
fallen race; an immensity of suffering
to be helped, of shame to be washed
out, of chains to be broken: an accu-
mulation of tremendous problems writ-

¢ lerice
6 loves

ten in characters of blood, which can | p

only be solved by torrents of blood; and
it is all horribly sad.

“Wuene T8 Wooomine TwiNiTn.”
==8peakingof Jim Fisk, one is reminded
of that expression so frequently sed by
him, “Goiue where the woodbine twin-
eth.” The origin of this was rather pe-
culiar. Fisk attended to the sailing of
the sound steamer every afternoon,
and then made directfor his usual haunt
of splendid revelry, which was Delmon-

avepue. His best route
rner of
Thirteenth street, where stood a building
covered with greenery and called the
“Woodbine.”” It was a popular drinking
house, and it is said that some of Fisk's
cronies were among its patrons. It
thus became a common thing for him
when asked concerning any one to re-
ply, “Gone where the woodbine twin-
eth.”” Thisyearthe “Woodbine'’ yields
to the ineviiable law of mutation. The
house is demolished, and all its memo-
ries and associations (to catry out the
same figure) are ‘‘gone wherethe wood-
bine twineth.”

{@ Times are growing dull with the
gentlemen who at Washington wnte
speeches for congressmen. Their la-
bor is never easy, because when they
assume a certain style for a member
they are compelled to remember and
reassume its spirit on subsequent occa-
sions. They are frequently compelled
to give a man a favorite poet, of whom
of course, he knows nothing: and on a
hurried order to write another speech
they refer to their diaries and see :—
“Congressman Smith, of Muscallonge,
wishes to have it done in the style of
Charles Sumner, with five poetical quo-
tations; gave him Shelly, about birds;
found 1ault and wanted stars, heavy on
statistics; rather hardas to price; wants

lenty of reference to the ‘freedom of
Eis district’” Alsoa little wit for inter-
ruptions. Has agreed with Jones, of
Calicoballico County, to interrupt him
at right place.”’

{&When a certain father came home
the other evening and stepped into the

{ From the Saturday Re¥ie#.]
) of Savage Life.

———— =

In serious circles 1t is still believed
that all Germans think and say much
the same thing, and people talk vaguely
of “dangerous Germati notions.”’ Per-
sons not quite so histicated ds the
inhabitants ot seriots circles speak of the
French writers of the last century with
similar latness. They talk of the phi-
losophes and the éncyclopedistes as if all
the philosophers all the writers in
the Eacyclop@dia Wete agréed on most
topics. It may be admitted that Nico-
las Antoine Boulanger (1723-1769) was
one of the exceptions which proved
this rule, if rule it 1s.. Nicholas Antoine
did not exclaim, like Rousseau, Mr.
Sgueers and other thoughtful men.—
%h how blessed to be in a state of na-
ture”’ He was rather struck by the
gloom than the mirth of the natural
tribes whose customs he observed.—

ST s

as it Were, in an age prior to humor or
wit—He hit upon the Deluge. Savages
retiin traditions of the Deluge, he said;
they are always on the lookotit for a
new cataclysm, and this damps their
mirth and chills the genial current of
their hilarity. v

The flood ceftdinly was a melancholy
event, but to attribute the gravity of
savages to the flood is surely to -ee{ an
explanation far afield. Whether thiey
do or do not live; like dnconsélods dis-
ciples of Dr. Cummings, in daily expec-
tation of the end of all things, savages
have plenty to sadden them. Like the
often quoted Weddahs of Central Cey-
lon, they do not see what there isto
laugh at. Readers of Mr. Fenimore
Cooper remember the ‘‘peculiar silent
laugh”’ of the immortal Hawke Eye.—
As a aivilized being, he did see 2 good
deal to laugh at: as an adopted savage,
he knew the danget of noisy chuckling.
A loud roar might startle the deer or
arouse the attention of the hostile Min-
go. On the whole, a joke is scarcely
worth taking one’s life in one’s hand for,
and the Mohican who giggled on the
warpath might expect to leave his scalp
in the hands of enemies who did not in-
dulge in the sense of humor. To as-
cribe the gravity of ‘‘naturefolk’ entire-
ly to one cause, whether that cause be
a lively memory of the flood or a lively
dread of lurking enemies, would be un-
hilosophical, and unworthy of the age
of Mr. Herbert Spencer. It is easy
enough in all conscience to discover a
host of reasons for the gloom of Anda-
man Islandet; the Iroquois, ot the Hot-
tentot. It would be odd if they did
take a cheery view of existence, con-
sidering the soft of lite they made for
themselves, and all that, in the dark
places of theearth, man has done with
man. The natural miseries of the barbar-
ous life have often been dwelt upon.
They are acombination of the seamy side
of the gamekeeper’s profession and of
the gypsey’s business, with a considera-
ble dash of the discomforts of a pauper
lunagic asylum without keepers. As
to the expueurs, cold. wet, hunger and
thirst, travelers and moralists have haa
plenty to say. They lay less stress on
the cruel tyranny of quaint customs
worthy of the {nvention of a flith-form
bully. The pains of a savage begin
when he is a buby. His, or her, head
is strapped tightly to a board, which is
worn till the skull assumes the fashion-
able shape, now flat as a desk, now
elegantly peaked. A baby is rather

with him, for he may be used as bait for
sharks or for tigers, or, in a very reli-
gious family in San Domingo, may be
sacrificed to the local idol, Suppose
the ipfant is ‘“‘taken up,” as the Romans
signligcantly said, amr allowed to hve,
he has a comparatively easy time till
he reaches the age of fourteen years.—
Then he begins to be counted a man,
and the religious and social and military
ceremonies which answer respectively
to confirmation, matriculation, joining a
regiment, are of the most painful kind.
Religion generally requires that the boy
or gir! shall steal away into the wilder-
ness, build a lodge of forest boughs, and
live in solitude and starvation.
the lad is almost dead of hunger and
thirst he generally manages to see a
vision of some sort, or, if not, he invents
an experience; and returns to the tribe.
He is welcomed with the enthusiasm
due to a converted person, and is hence-
forth a member of the savage church.

aged by the success of his first attempt,
he takes rank as a pow-wow, or medi-

has a share in all Jands meted out, a
word to say on questions of peace and

lucky who has all this trouble taken |

When |

the kéy pattern enclicles his neck, hid
armorial bedritigs #7¢ chastely env
graved on his chesl, gold pins are stuck,
not into his séarf, but lato his limbs,
and his movements ate hampered b
fetters of sea-shells. The effect, it
may be frankly admittéd, is le;
but it is produced aftef manths, I wot
ears, ofintenise pain. Letaiiy member
of the Anti-Vaccination League think
what the feelings must be of a person
vaccitated for years dll over the body.
This is but a feeble way of ur-nlin(
the discomforts caused by the demands
of saviigé fashion. Man, being (in @
state of nature) the vainest of animals,
does not encourage woman to tatto her-
self. If Mr. Darwin is right, the males
of the race should be born with naturst
decorative patterns, just as the peacock
has his elaborate tail feathers.
Tattooing, the gouft dréss of the state
of nature, has obM_ih discomforts:
But.even the must ordinary processes

gy s B wbtw

lions of our feliow-creatutes sh
stone ragors. The thoughi is a stupen~
dous one, provirg ditiong other thiT
that, when primitive man has an ideal,
when he thinks it the thing not to wear
a beard, his sense of duty 1s all-power-
ful, and he shrinks from no inconve<
nience. Probably a shark shell makes
a better razor than the edge ot a flint,
and bronze is, nodoubt, still bettet tham
either. Yeteven in the bronée #ige the
barbatiatt who #woild ha¥e & smoothe
chin needs a good deal of resolution.—
Travelers describe the brave throwing
himself on the ground and allowwng 2
tribesman to shave him almost without
a groat. When the business is done,
the tribesman lies down in turn, and
endures the barber’'s office like a lamb.
Moreover, as good society often demands
sharp-field teeth as well as a clean<
shaved face; the ngoniesof the fashion<
able are increased by one of the keen-
est of minor torments. .
The discomforts of savage love affairs
and marriages are sufficiently well-
known. They donot greatly differ fromt
what is endured by civilized prople Who
intend to enter the state of matfhimony.
The engaged young man is placed with
his bride in the centre of a crowdof the
lady’s relatives, who throw spears at
the interesting couple. This closely
answers to the criticism of modern kins-
folk; but the savage ordeal 1s soon over;
and leaves no malice nor longing fof
revenge. The brnidal ceremonies are o
various degrees of painfulness, though
they are not so bad perhaps as fashiona-
ble weddihgs among us. Curiously
enotigh it Is common in New Zeland
and the adjacent isle to'steal, after “‘aue~
picious events,”’ all the portable prop-
erty of the happy man. Our bufgltrs,
who inurinblg pilfer the jewels bl the
bride during the honeymoon, have te2
vived a practice which to omit im some
countries would be to show gross rude-
ness and ignorance of the custothd
of society. When the young re')p'l!
have reason to expect an addiion fo
their circle. the husband is treated with
almost cruel kill#yn. He is notsllowed
W wellk or run. fi¢ may not hunt, he
may not eat hare Jest hi§ son shoui?
pn;\'r- a coward, nor pork lest he be sen
suil, nor chameleon (a great dainty)y
lest liis character turn out unstable.—
The unhappy man is confined fo his
bed. and when, after all, his child is
born, the tribe of the mother comes
down, breaks the pottety, tears up: the
plants in the garden, kills the pig, cass
ries off the furniture, such as it is, and
steals the firearms, bows, clubs and
spears. _
Savages on whom this hard life tells
had better conceal their infirmities. If
they do not, the doctor arrives, an aw-
ful figure, ciad in the skin of a bLeesst,
and hung about with all mannét of gtin-
ly odds and ends. He beat: = drum af
the bedside, he dances and howls, he
lights a bundle of evil-smelfmg herbs,
he goes into an epileptic fit, and then
derﬁren he has done his best, and sends
in his bill. If the patient recovets,
well; if net, it is necessury {o torture
to death some one who has bewitched
him, perhaps his old aunt or grandmoih-
er. After all if the sick man dies—and
he must have a pretty good constitus
tion if he survives the medicine man’s
visit—his funeral is made most uncom-
fortable to the mourners by heathen et-

If he goes on seeing wvisions, encour- | neral. They are not allowed
! the viands with their hands,

| sit with these folded before them.
cine man. No profession is more Ju-|

crative or more respected, as the scer|
| rrous formula, makes a shot at the mouath

tiquette. In one set of Polynesian ie=
lands food is prrparcd, with mystic
rites, for the numerous attendants at a fu-

to touch
but musxt
An
officer then comes round with meat in a
long spoon and after uttering a myste-
the shot s

If

of the hungry person.

parlor to fill vp the coal-stove, he was| war and large percentage of the prop- | straight, if the spoon deoes aot toucl the

startled to see, when the flame of his| erty of persons who have been tortured | cheek
the darkness, that | to death as wizards #nd witrhw.——;

hand-lamp dissipated

or lips or nose, the operation i

repeated. Bt if (he attempt farls by

bis daughter and her ducky doodle,| It is not, however, given to every | ever so litfle, if the spoon does not go
Adolphus, were sojourning in the shad- | one (o dream dreams, and the or-| direct to the mark, the luckless moatn-

ow of the lowered gas jet.
were in sepaiate chairs! And were

But they |

dinary savage begins to taste the full
| bitterness of his cup. He has to ex-

| ers must wa till all the cooking cere-

monies ate performed afresh and then

engrossed in a box of figs! He felt| pose himse!f to voluntary tortures and | the feeding begins anew, and perhaps

compelied toask : ‘“Something the mat- |

ter with the gas?’ And the time-tried

thoughts that overwhelm us in the time

ion in Parisian bootsewyellow Turkish | kles and bairy like the back of a wild | sir; we turned it down ® as not fo no-

babouches, red Armenian, blue Greek
and black Jewish shoes; sandals, great
?oou l'romI Turkestan, Albanian gatters,
ow-cut slippers, leg pieces of many
colors, belonging to horsemen from Asia
Minor, gold embrowdered shoes, Span-
ish alporgatos, shoes of satin, of twine,

of rags, of wood, so many that while
you-look at one you catch a glimpse of

| boar; arms embossed with red and blue,
and decorated with designs of flowers
and inscniptions from the Koran. But
it is not possible to observe all this in
one’s first passage over the bridge.
While you are examining the tattoo on
an arm your guide warns you thata
Wallachian, a Servian, a Montenegrin,
a Cossack of the Don, a Cossack of
*

tace when we bit into a worm !”’

-

3 Mr. Tapenthred isn’t in, I see,”
said an old shopper to the clerk in at-
tendance. “No ’em, he’s at home to-
day.” “I suppose he has nothing new.”
“Yes’m, he has; he’s got the pneu-

monia."”

es to take rank a2s a brave.
| survivals of these 3

At the age when a young
Englishman begins to be a dandy, a
young native of the Admirality Islands
is also expected to pay attention to the
decoration of his rson. In his case,
bowever, the words must be taken in
their most Iteral sense. It actually is
his person that be adorns with in
colors and a hundred graceful patierns,

' tenuated

rv or of Celticart. His back, arms and
legs are carved with volutesand spirals,

|

to stare for hours at the sun if he wish- | once more fails.
The prac-|
youth, grasping one of the golden | fical jokes of moderti regiments are at- | con:i
initiatory | ritual of the

If Nicholas Antoine Bonlanger had
dered in detaii the etiquétte and
barbarous life, snd had
studied 2l the social demands- whick

| are made on the savage, he wome

seen ihat the memory and dread ol ..
flood wes a soperflwoes hypothesis.—
Whet civilized bumorisft would have
had the heart to be merry if he were

| on the point of beingshaved with a stone
and | razor before going to the funeral of a cous-
| in fourteen times removed ! These vast
worthy of the best days of Greek potte- | numbers of recognized relafives are,
| perhaps, not the least of the digh
" of savagery.
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