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I YOU SEE IT IN OUR AD

1°5  SO.

ITS SO,

fered in this city.

That the Men’s $12 WOPD-BROWN SUITS we are now show-
ing are strietly all-wool, and the choicest and best bargain ever of-

Many different shades, light and dark.

Impos-

sible to describe the variety. They are world-beaters.

CONFIRMATION SUIT

IT°S
1TSS
s

SO,
SO,
SO,

than ever.

IT'S
ITS
ITS

S0,
SO,
SO,

That we sell a stylish $2 HAT for Men at $1.38.

great value for his money. ;

At $6, $8, $10, $12
and $15.

That at $12 and $15 we sell Boys’ Suits that are genuwine Clay
Worsteds—Sacks and Frocks.

That our $10 plain WORSTEDS for Boys are PERFECT
BEAUTIES.

That our stock of HATS and CAPS for Spring wear, for Men
and Boys, is great in extent and variety, while prices are lower

That we sell a very choice STIFF HAT for Boys at $1.

That whatever we say in our AD “goes.” . The goods “‘go” at low
prices and the customer ‘‘goes,” convinced that he has received

Origmal Kagle,
o and 7 West Waéhington St.
HAT DEPARTMENT, 16 S. Meridian St.

L. A, KINSEY & CO,

BROKERS AND DEALERS IN

CHICAGO GRAIN AND PROVISIONS,
NEW YORK STOCKS AND BONDS.

All trades filled at Existing Quotations.

Immediate Settlements Made.

Solicited.

TELEPHONE 1375.

Cleveland, Cineinnafl
(hicago & St Louis

Forinformation sato the mam time and
sother particulars, call at “Big 4" 0. 1 Eass
Washingtlon street, No. 36 Jacksn FPlace, Masss
chuselts-avenue and Union Btations.

BIG <}

ROUTE.

$3.65—T0 CHICAGO—$3.65

— VIA THE — '

WORLD’S FAIR ROUTE.

On and after March 23, 1802, this company will
sell first-class tickets to Chicago at $3.65,

The Big Four is the only line whose trains pass
through the COLUMBIAN EXPOSITION
GROUNDS, in full view of all 128 bulldinge, and is
therefore the only hiue that can l]usu,t claim the
titie of the WORLD'S FAIR BOUTK,

It 18 also the only hice entering Chieago wvia the
celebrated Lake Front. All its passenger trawng stop
to receive and daliver gmn gers at Van Buren
street, directly opposite the Great A nditorium, and
In close proximitly to the Grand Pacific, FPalmer
Great Northern, Wellingion, Leland and nearly all
the ieading hotels of Chicago.

folid Vestibule Passenger Traine, oaugmd of the
finest com ment and standard Baffet Rleépers,
Reclining Chalr, Parior Cafe Cars and First-class
Coaches leave Indianapolis Unlon Station daily at
12:01 moon and 12:350 midnight, reachiug Chicago in
time for all Westera conneactions.,

Local Indlanapolis & Chloago sieeper is plased rn
slecplogonr traok west of Unlon Staston. Open for
Passensers at 8 p. m. dally.

H.M BRONSON, A. 0. P. A,

*3.45 a. m.
t10.57 a.
*2.56 p.
*4.25 p.
16.20 p. m.

IS TIME TRAINS LEAVE

INDIANAPOLIS

— FOR

CINCINNATI

—_— VIA —

C., H. & D.

*Dally. {Except Sunday.

Making o'ose connection at Cincinnati in same de-
pot without tranafer, for all

POINTS EAST AND SOUTH.

TICKET-OFFICES~Corner Tll'noils strest and
Kentueky avenae, 134 South Illinois street, saod
Union Station.

IT. J. MHEIN, General Agent.

W

1 r | -
SKILLED HELP.
Business, Railroad, Industrial and Professional
Men call at the BUSINESS UNIVERSITY,
When Elock, for ita graduates. No Charges.

FPhone 400, Tukeclovator,

HEEDE & OSBORN,

Correspandence

63 H. WABASH,

IN DENISON HOTEL.

HIS TIME IT°'S

NECKWEAR »» S0X

The picture has nothing to do with {t, but illustra-
tions that do not illustrate are the style,

In Neckwear we show the choicest line of fashionable
shades and styles ever seen—Tecks, Puffs and Four-in-
Hands. These are American goods that knock imported

neckwear silly.

CONCERNING SOX

We continue our sale of the 150 dozen in tans, drabs and blacks. A
great value at 25¢. Also at higher prices a line of fancy half hose in neat
pin stripes, balbriggans and lisles.

A full supply and choice variety of single and double-breasted White Vests.

MAJOR TAYLOR, - Gentlemen’s Furnishings,

38 East Washington St.
The Excelsior Laundry does the best work on this planet.

13 North Illinois St.

BRING YOUR MANLY FORM TO US.

“Spring hangs her infant blossoms on the trees,
Rocked in the cradle of the western breeze.”

So Cowper sings. Our muse is mute,

Or else we'd versify the new Spring Suit.
In this small space we barely eall attention
To stylish goods too numerous to mention.
Wae hope at onee that we may have the pleasure
Your manly form for garments choice to measure,

MADE-TO-MEASURE SUITS

In the NEWEST and Nobbiest

Spring FABRICS—foreign and domestic—
At $20 and UPWARD.

KAHN TAILORING CO.,

OPENING

14 East Washington street.

OPENING

OPENING

MILLINERY OPENING

OF FRENCH PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS,

Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday.
Music Afternoon and Night till 9 p. M. Wednesday.

MISS B.SAMUELS, 63 South Illinois St.

MR. BOK’S LITERARY GOSSIP

i

RumorsConcerning a Literary Newspa-~
per and a Daily Journal for Women.

e

How Beecher Found His Borrowed Books—
Magazine Success in Eugland—Literary

Women as Housekeepers—Personal.

————

Special Correspondence of the Sunday Journal
NEw York, April .—Every onoe 1 a

while the New York air gets perfectly sur-
chbarged with romors of new periodical
ventures, and at presenf this is the case.
Last week a party of bright literary men
got together to discuss the starting of a
literary newspaper. Quite a good capital
was assured, and the idea was talked of as

quite a probability. Then, another set of
men recently came together with the view
of starting a newspaper entirely devoted
to woman and her interests. Here are two
projects most serjously talked of. Now,
the faet is 1 do not think it requires a
very far-sighted man to see quite
clearly that there 18 positively no
room im New York or elsewhere for either
venture, The time has not come in our

literature when a literary newspaper can
be made to pay, as our striotly literary pe-
riodicals bLear evidence. There is not a
single literary weckly, fortmightly or
monthly in this country which 1ssues and
sells ven thonsand copies, A literary news-
paper is undonbtedly needed, but things
that are needed are not always taken by
the public. Sofaras a daily newspaper for
women s concerned, there is no demand for
it. Women are uuquestionably reading
newspapers far more than they ever did,
but lgil is no indication that a daily paper
entirely given over to their interests conld
me made proftitable. Sucha venture would
be costly, for only the best is successfal
nowadays, and think that when the
projectors of the proposed paper for women
carefully look over the ground they will be
inolined to abaudon the 1dea. ©

JOURNALISTIC ANGLING FOR WOMEN.

It is just 8 nice question to what extent
the dally newspavper can hopoe to secure
the patronage of women, Every editor is
after it, but bow many secure it?
“Woman’'s pages” are almost numberless;
they nre started briskly by almost every
poper whkich bas a Sunday issue, Now, as
a matter of fact, there are just two newes-
papers published in America to-day which

are sustaining anything which even ap-

proaches a sueocessful woman’s depart-
ment. It happens to be in the line of my
work to have wateched this branch of
journalism, and 1 make this latter asser-
tion after monthbs, yes vears, of the most
careful watghing. To print the picture of
8 new gown, to give a colnmn of cookin

recipes, to tell how to malke a chair out o

& barrel, to tell how to clean Jace
curtains, aoes not constitute a “woman's
page,” although many editors ap-
pareutly think it does,. Women re-
ceive this class of information from other
sources which have better facilities for se-
curing it than has the newspaper. An
editor starts a *“‘woman's page,” and the
first thing he puts into that page 1s a lot of
fashions. And here, where lLe bhonestly be-
lieves he has made his first hit, he has
made his first mistake. Women are not
such creatures of fashion as some men im-
agine they are. There are certain periodioals
entirely devoted to women’s fashions, and
the daily newspaper can no more hope to
enter into their field than can the tashion
jotiraal, published every week, rival the
daily as a gatherer of telegraphic news.
There 18 abundant room for areally good
woaian's department in modern journalism,
bat as yet oxactiy the right article paut
forth by the right person 1a still invisible.
Aud the Lest verification of this will come
to any oue who chooses to seek it from the
wowen of any of our citivs.

THEY BORROWED BEECHER’S BOOKS.
Any one who knew Henry Ward Eeecher
at all knew of his Jove of books and the
varied lhibraries which be succeeded in
gathering. He was, bowever, most prod-

igal in lending his books and forgetting
the borrowers. Then, when he wanted a

certain book from his library, he would
find it gone. H® would, of course, have

forgotten the borrower, but his method of
tracing a borrowed book was nunique.

One evening the gréat preacher suddenly
appeared at a friend’s honse, and, walking
quietliy into the drawing-room without re-
mo;ing bis overcoat, and up to his friend,
said:

“W-——, why don’t you brin
Ruskin of mine that I lent you?”

The man colored to the roots of his hair.
“Why, Mr. Beecher,” he said, *“I'll take it
to your house to-morrow morning. [ would
not have kept it so long if you had not told
me I might.” .

At this Beecher burst into a fit of merry
laughter. “Fouud! Found!” he shouted, as
be took off his overcoat and threw himself
exhausted into a chair.

Some one asked him what he meant
When he could stop laughing he said: *“I
am always ready to lend my books to any
one who will make good use of them and
bring them back, but I slways forget that
I have done 1t. 1t happened, in this case,
that I wanted that volume of Ruskin, but
when I went to the shelf for it i1t was gone.
1 knew | must have lent1t, but to whom I
conld not remember. Duning the past
week I began to demand the book of every
friend I met to whom | might have lent it.
I have been to six houses to-night. A
dozen, at least, have protested innocence,
but at last I’ve struck the guiity man,
1 shail know in future how to tind missing
vooks, The plan works beautifully.”

MAGAZIXE SUCCESSES IN ENGLAND,

The English reading public is said to be
far more critical than is that of America,
but I often wonder how that statement is
reconciled with the peculiar successes
achieved in English periodical ventures.
The perfect ease with which a magazine of
doubtful merit can apparently be lannched

in England is astounding. Take the new
periodicals of recent origin, and not one of
them could achieve even a moderate de-
gree of success were it published in Amer-
ica, The Review of Reviews is, perhaps,
the most worthy of support from the
stand-pointof true merit, yet a more shock-
jogiy made-up magazine than is the En-
gliah edition of that periodical would Le

ifticult to tind. Yet Mr. Stead has me-
cured an actual sale of 150,000 copies for his
paper. Of the first issue of Jerome K.
Jerome's new monthly, The ldler, over
one hundred thousand copies were sold, yet
no one, 1 am sure, will say that either the
first or second number of the magazine
was within hailing distance of being even
readable, to say nothing of being interest-
ing. In tho lirst 1ssue there was printed,
as original, a poem to Mark Twain pub-
lished years ago 1n this conntry. Then it
had the first installment of Mark T'wain’s
story, “‘I'he American Claimant,” whiech is
about throagh its tedious run in this coun-
try. ‘Thbe Strand Magszine, a publica-
tion a trifle over a year old, has also a cir-
culation of 100,000 and over. and if you give
it eredit for having had three bright feat-
ures since its cowmencement, you have
said all and more. The Long Quarterly
18 the latest venture, and a success from
the start, ] am informed. It has brought
out one issue. This quarterly purposes to
be for tiction what the existing quarteriies
are towards politics and church matters.
A quarterly is alwaya a dismal periodical
at its best, but this recent acquisition from
Loudon is simply par excellenes in that re-
apect.* Truly, to edit a magazine in Eng-
land and to edit- one in Awmerica are two
entirely distinet things.

LITERARY WOMEN AS HOUSEKEEPEMRS.

It is & popular suoposition that literary
women live in a sort of hazy atmosphere,
and that the bomely arts of cooking and
housekeeping are unknown tothem. 1 was
particularly strunck by the fallacy of this

notion by listening to the conversation of
two of the most prominent literary women
of the day at & dinper party a few even-
ings ago. One wounld have supposed
that such a thing as the pen never

back that

came into their fingers, but that their
lives were spent in the kitoben. The
fact 1s that the majority of literary women
are far bettar housekeepers thau the publio
imagine. While portions of their days are
spent in their “deps,” the kitchen is not
forgotten, and frequently have | sat down
to a delicious dinner perscnally prepared
by a hostess of literary renown in the ab-
sence or sicknesa of cook or servant. Mra
Admiral Dablgren, for example, can cook
as well as she can write. Anna Katharine
Green is a model housekeeper. l'or years
Franees Hodgson Burnett did all her own
work, and cooking a8 mot =&
lost art with her to-day. *“Tne Duchess”
can prepare a8 palatable a dinner as can
her cook. Edna Dean Proctor 1s likewise
an excellent cook. Madeling Bridges loves
bousekeeping as mnch as sh&'does to write
apoem. Ella Wheeler Wilcox superintends
the preparation of all her meals, and mar-
kets like an expert. Rebecca Harding Da-
visisanother good domestic manager. Mrs.
Humphrey Ward is not in love with the
kitchen, but she has an intelligeat knowl-
edge of everything in connection with it
that makes her independent of the whims
of servants. And there is a long list which
one could give to prove, and most conclu-
sively, too, that some of our foremost lit-
erary women are smong the best house-
xeepers, and do not neglect the kitchen for
the hbrary.
CHAT ABOUT AUTHORS.

Bister Rose Gertrude, or Mrs. Lutz, as is
now her married name, is employing part
of her time at her Honolulu home in liter-
ary work, and some articles by her will
shortly apvear. Brs. Lutz writes grace-
fully, she hasa fund of material to draw
from, and what comes from ber pen, it1s
reasonable to suppose, will be interesting.

Mrs. Admiral Dabhlgren has finished her
new novel, and it will shortly be brought
out, Its title is **Chim; His Washington
Winter.” The story is built entirely upon
original lines, and is a departure from the
conventional style of fiction.

Sarah Orne Jewett has gone abroad seek-
ing health and rest, and 18 not to return to
America for some weeks.

John Habberton's famous story of “Hel-
en’s Babiea” has just been tranelated into
the Bohemian langnage, which now leaves
the Turkish as the only tongue into which
the story has not been rendered. I under-
stand, 1n this econunection, that the story
still enjoys a steady sale, despite 1ts age.

Ljent. Frederick Schwatka, the Arctic
and Alaskan explorer, has contracted to
write a series of articles on the world’s
fair, prior to its opening and during its
celebration, for a syndicate of prominent
Luropean newapapers.

Epwarp W. Bok.
[Copyright.)

oo o—
WHITMAN AND HIS POETRY,

He Was Gray and Perhaps Good, but Was
by No Means a Poet.
The Independent.

The designation of Walt Whitman as
“the good, gray poet” fails of the complere
and supreme infelicity of the famous deli-
nition of the crab, in that time bhad made
him at least gray. He wrote the noisiest,
noisomest stuff ever called poefry, in lines
beginning with & capital letter, and whose
elusive dactyllic sunggestion had a habit of
dribbling out into utter prose.

The characteristic of Walt Whitman’s
style is the big and the braggart. His po-
ems are the long-winded replication of Em-
erson’s egotistie pantheism:

“I am owner of the sphere,

Of the seven stars and the solar year,

Of Cgesar's hand and Plato’s brain,

Of Lord Christ's heart and Shakspeare's strain.”

S0 Whitman claimed to be everything
and filled up page after page with the
weary list of the particular things he was,
apparently everything be could think of.
The powers of nature and eapecially of
generation he cataloged in the coarsest
way, the brutal noveity of which was de-
clared to be poetry by some astonished aa-
mirers, although Emerson was greatly an-
noyed at being represented as one of the
worshipers of the rude-stepping bacchanal.

The form of Walt Whitman’s verse was
as bad as it o?m well be. After Long-

fellow’s “Evangéline” had tuned the pub-
lic ear to dactyls, and Tupper had diluted
them into eatohing prosaic rhythins, Whit-
man adopted the last and weakest fad of
metrically structureless verse. Then his
diction was strained and repulsive, and
inoduty was a forgotten virtue and a fal-
acy.

When the war came he ceased tocelebrate
indecency, and devoted himself rather to
glorifying the greatness of & country
which has such big rivers, lakes and other
geographical monsters. Though his verse
improved, and he wrote some fair
short poems in rhyme and meter,
his reputation gradually fell, as
it deserved; for 1t was impos-
sible that the pure taste of a decent people
could long endure the foul, or tind peren-
nial enjoyment in a loud auctioneer’s cata-
Jogue of members, regions and activities,
He outlived his fame, and will never re-
cover his reputation, because be had in
him no musie, no imagination, no delicacy
of sentiment, and waa but the voice of one
bawling in the wilderness, with nothing
to say to the listener. ;

Are we told to speak nothing but good of
the dead?! What good ean we say! He is
past any pain from our words. He has add-
ed no strength to our Jiterature, only a
name of oddity and erankiness to 1ts list of
v;rit«erl who have achieved notice and men-
tion.

-
SPRECKELS TO GO WEST,

He Yields His Refinery to the Trust and
Will Go to Californis,
Phtladelphia Press.

Claus Spreckels will leave Philadelphia
for ¥au Francisco during the coming week,
with all of his family except his son Adolph,
who will stay bere to attend to such
Spreckels interests as will remain here.
His departure will be permanent. He and
his tamily will make the journey in a pri-
vate car, specially fitted up for their accom-
modation and that of their servants.

““Mr. Spreckels's sugar refinery will be
taken charge of by the trust to-morrow,”
was the remark that was passed among the
brokers yesterday afternoon.

Said & well-posted man: ““The difficulty
about the price has been settled, aund
Spreckels will get what he asked. On

onday orders will be received and exe-
cuted by the trust in Spreckels’s otlice, and
Mr, &?reckuls will go to his California
home,’

By the absorption of the Spreckels re-
finery a deal of the most gigantic magni-
tude has been consunmmated, involving an
expenditure of £25,000,000 1n this city and
Boston. There was about 19,000,000 of 1t
spent here, and a8 this was the point on
which the whole transaction was hinged
the matter was engineerea with a great
deal of caution. Every day or so some
anthentic report would be denied by the
trust people, which with other methods of
the same kind aided them in bringing about
theendadesired by them. Spreckels’'s plant
is equipped with all the moat approved pat-
terns of modern machinery, but he conld
pot run it protitably against the greatcom-
bination of sugar companies that has
endeavored for the past nine months to ges
bimin the trust.

—t-o—
Columbus No Saint.

Fugene Lawrence, 1» Harper's Magazine,

But who was this famous navigator, and
what were his character and aime! The
common legend paintshim in saint-like and
superhuman colors. Noman was o wise,
gentle, learned, studious. humane. To sev-
eral of his recent biographers he is withont
a fault, a Nowa, a Washington, with even
a higher sim. With more than chivalrie
auaterity bhe prepares himself for his rare
aclievements; heaven guides him on his
way; he works miracies; sorrows and atilic-
tions follow him; majestic and godlike,
he passes away from among men, with-
out a blemish and without a fault. Snech
he is to De Lorgues, Belloy and the
Abbe Cadoret. Irving's delightful biogra-
pby .admit his faalts, but softens them
into venial errors. lis hero is clothed
in the fairnest drapery of his matchless
style. The common legend has filled all
modern histories, ui til the whole story
of Columbus is wrapped in a cloud of taise-
hood. And there is some trath in the
picture. Columbus possessed an unrivaled
strength of character and will, a mind of
rare power and sagacity. He was stroug as
Hercules in forcing his way into distant
seas, but, unlike ercules, rather com-
mitted than redressed wrongs. Never was
there & wore stnnking difierence than that
between the traditional Columbus of the
biographers and the Columbus of true his-
tory, of his contemporaries,

NOT AN EARTHLY PARADISE

————

Mrs. Ward Details Her First Impressions
of the Famous Capital of Brazil.

————

Fanerals Are Surprisingly Frequent, and
Tarantulas, Snakes and Other Pests Are
Numerous—An Uminouns Lull in Politics,

- —————

Special Correspondence of the fubday Journal
Ri10 pE JaxEIRO, Feb, 23.—Our only ex-

ocuse for so completely altering the pro-
gramme—after tickets bad been boughs

for Buenos Ayres, luggage actually on the
way to the wharf of the waiting steamer,
and our mail for a month past hav-
ing been consigned to the care
of the Argentine minister—is the
time-honored ome that it is a woman'®
privilege to change her mind. The mov-
ing cause was this: We learned, by acoei-
dent, at the literal eleventh hour, that a
pleasant party of ladies and gentlemen, in
whose company we journeyed some
hundreds of miles on the other side
of the continent, were bound for
Rio, omn Lboard & vessel lying
out 1n the harbor, which in two hours’
time wouid sail. Well, a great deal can be

accomplished in two hours by dint of
vigorous hustling, aided by telegraph ana

cable, A man could never have done ig,
among these procrastinating manana peo-
ple; but all the world 1s good to women,
and the laziest South American will bestir
bimself for gallantry’s sake, when lucre
would mnot move him. Op_ our
side the incentive was great. Having
long outstaid the original traveling
party, we fiud our ranks embarrassingly
reduced in this third vear of globo-tromn‘f:
and in numbers there is strength, especial-
l{' for foreigners in these wild countries
We had Leen dreading intensely the visis
to Brazil, imagining all manner of buga-
boos to affright lone females nnacquainted
with the Portuguese language: and here
was an opportunity to accomplish it under
the most favorable circumstances,

Therefore hers we are, fifteen hundred
miles nearer the equator than when we
wrote you last week—reckoning distance
from the fact that the French. German ana
English steamers that ply these coasts on
their regulay tri between South Amerioa
and Europe register an average runningof
thirteen knots an hour, and the journey
occupies five days. A few days later, when
yellow jack stalks abroad on his annual
raid, we will flit southward again and pro-
ceed to “‘do” the big Argentine country, the
lonely Paraua and unknown Paraguay—si
dios quiere, as the Spaniards say.

FUNERALS IN THE STREETS,

By the way, they assure us that just now
is the healthiest season 1o Kio, when yel-
low-fever cases are down to the mimmmum;
vet last evening, in course of an hour's
drive, which happened to lie along the
broad, palm-bordered avenue leading to
the main Campo Santo, we passed no fewer
than eight funeral processionson their way
to that city of the dead whose popu-

lation must outpumber the living
city & thousand to ome Though
every foot procession went at a lively jog-
trot, and those 1n crrriages galloped alon
at full speed, it was easy to tell to whie
social strata the departed belonged, for
here, as elsewhere, the same treatment is
meted out to dead people as when they
were living, according to the Scriptural
axiom, “To him that hath shall be given.”
Those Brazilians who have lived in luxury
are escorted to the tomb with the “pomp,
and circumstance” (and, incldouullﬁ. with
the vast oxronu to the relatives, who thus
have double cause to mourn), of sable-
canopied bearse, a score of plumed hor
and o Jong following of i
carriages filled with male friends—
every man of them wearing black kid
gloves, a broad band of crape around bis
tall eilk hat, and a yard or two more of the
same cmblem of woe conspicuonsly stream-
1ng from his right coat sleeve, and those
we saw bowling merrily bebind the hearse
were all smoking the inevitable cigarito
and animatedly discussing politices, or
nerhaps the financial condition of the
family of the deceased. In no case are
there any women, for, as usunal
mn these southern countries, the
“*gentler,” and pronumsbiiy more
tender-hearted sex, aroe exclunded from
fuperals and must hhd the last adien to
those they have loved in the privacy of
their homes—a very sensible argument
among these passionate, high-strung, une
cofitrollable people who boast no Spartan
females.

The humbler dead, stretched, coflinless,
on a black-palled board, or inclosed in a
gaudily-painted box, are borne tothe place
of interment on the shoulders of their
friends, while those of the followers who
ean muster enough mil reis, go out on the
second-class street cars. We observe one
beautiful custom, that everybody in msight
—on their balconies, in the streets, in
shops, in carriages, rich and poor, haughty
and humble—reverently wuuncover their
heads when a funeral cortege passes by,
doing involuntary homage to the pathetie
*it” which we must all becomne when the
soul has tled.

HOW THE LITTLE ONES ARE BURIED,

Even grim death 18 not without its hu.
morous side 1n this strange city. Brazilian
angolitas (“little angels,” as the corpses of
children are universally called), are not
arrayed for the grave in the conventional

white or black of other countries, but in
scarlet. There 18 a small scarlet hearse for

the convenience of those who can afford it,

adorned with secarlet pall and curtaine,
scarlet plumes and trappings for the horses,
while the little coflin it contains is invaria-
bly eovered with searlet, and the wreathe
and bouquets on top of it tied with
scarlet ribbons. To carry ous the “eternsl
fitness,” the child shouid bave died of
scariet fever, instead of diseases engen-
dered by dirt and neglect, the prevailing
cause hereabouts of mortality among
children. The angelitas of people too poor
to hire the splendid scarlet hearse are
conveyed to the tomb on the heads of their
parents, in a small box, painted blue or
yellow, striped with white, almost idensi-
cal 1n contour, size and color with thosa
boxes that are continually trotted about
the streets in the sameé manner, containing
bread, cakes and dulces, so that to nunae-
cgﬁomed eyes the two are indistinguish-
able.

We arrived at the cemetery gate just as s
soldier's funeral was filing through, and,
wishing to see the spot where the wander-
ings of so many of our unfortunate coun-
trymen have ended, weoe left our carriage
aud followed the procession—at a very "‘re-
spectful distance,” remembering the preva-
lance of small-pox and other contagions.
The dead warrier lay npon a sort of double.
denked platform, in full view of men, with
only his martial cloak around him, and had
been carried in this mauner through the
crowded streeta of the city on the shoal-
ders of his comrades from the barracks a
distance of three miles or more, preceded
by a military band pluyingjnbilantmnrchu
snd quicksteps. Unecoffined, be was laid in
the soldiers’ corner to await the resurrec-
tion reveille. Each of his late comrades
took a shovelful of the freshly turned-up
esrth and threw upon him, ard then, to
the exhilarating strains of “The Barber of
Seville,” they quickstepped back to town.

The riowous growth aod intensity of

reen in this grave-yard is appalling, for it

s the rankness of the battle-field—life riot.
ing upon deathi. The splendid palms thas
flaunt their plumes in the face of the sky
bhave their roots set deep in deecay, and in
that decay are the germs of fever and
death. By this time the sun hada disap-
peared. but the evening breeze, reeking
with voisonous odors, came hot and unre-
freshing. We thought ol the ola saw,
suent a  green Chrstuas and a
fat graveyard; for, though the fes-
tive season is passed, these February
days must Dbe cold at home,
But, thank beaven, in no cemetery of
*“God’s country” can sach fatness be found,
Whatever youn do, friends. don’t dio in Bra-
zil—or, for that matter, any where in Span-
ish America. If you happen tocherish the
Protestant faith you would be put into a
shallow bhole among suicides, Jows, bhere-




