
This story, which has been told with
much regret, has been fully corroborated
by Rain-in-the-Face and others. Itla also

One by one fell the few remaining men
of the gallant troop until but a few were
left. How strange that In that holocaust
of death this one gallant man should not
be hit by the flying bolts of death. One
by one the3e few fell, and still the leader
stood untouched by cruel bullet. Finally,
beside the great and gallant general ht3
brother, Tom Custer, fell Inmortal agony.
Oh. what a picttire! There alone on that
hilltop, witK all human aid so far away;
with no friendly eye to pity, stood the
fair-haired and gallant Custer in the midst
of his dead followers. The bright sun of
that northern heaven smiled sweetly o'er
those desert fields, while the mad. howl-
ing, devilish throng rose like a great lo-
cust host from every draw and every

brush u.'tll thousands of warriors rent the
heavens with their cheers. They would
rush upon their foe and bear him away in
triumph to deck their savage show. The
circle narrows; escape fiees away, and th9
bravest cf the brave must yfpld. to awful
death. But. no; Just as a thousand cruel
hands clutch toward the victim- he flees
their embrace. Death was inevitable, life
no longer treasured, when with his own
revolver Custer eent a bullet into his own
forehead and was free.

-

were men toward whom their hatred
burned so fiercely that nothing short of
barbaric torture could be thought of as
a fit accompaniment for them in death.
So General Custer was saved, as was
Captain Fetterman at Massacre Hill,by
direct order, for the pangs of torment.

On this last detour a
strange thing was noted
by the Indian assailants.
A large black horse rid-
den by an officer became
unmanageable, and rush-
ing headlong with his
rider sped with light-
ning speed right through
the ranks of the
enemy. Many shots fol-
lowed, the fleeing horse-
man, but none took ef-
fect. On went the fright-
ened animal until he was
far beyond the ranks of
the red men, when, to

their utter astonishment,

there was a puff of
emojte, and the man fell

to the east and north by
the rapidly Increasing
enemy. Realizing now
for the first time how
futile it was to stand
against such overwhelm-
ing odds, the brave gen-
eral led his men toward
the higher ridge in hopes
that he might retreat
across Its brow. Again
his movement had been
anticipated by the en-
emy and the now de-
cimated rank3 of troop-
ers met a fiery wall at
the crest of the hill
which sent them on to-
ward the north and west
In such a manner as to
form a circle with their
former pathway.
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&he &eath of general Custer.
Jotd by Jfis Scout, frank Qrouard.

est creations. Tha ihx-
ter. It Is perhaps need-
less to say, are much the
more popular. In Parts
who cares about history
or the past? Jt is only
the present that cuts
any figure. Every wo-
man in Paris is going to
see the exhibition of
gowns as a matter of
education— the only kind
of education. Imay be
permitted to say, that Is
of the slightest impor-
tance from the French
feminine point of view.
Here the cut of one's
sleeve or the hang of
one's skirt Is such a
Bi>ave consideration. It
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form changes in design. There aro al-

ternately big and little, long and short
waists, hips and no hips. The corsetlere
amuses herself in doing this or that with
feminine flesh-o.uite like a child wttlx a
lump of. putty.

Near the Palais <Su Costume Is the Tour
du Monde, where on© is supposed to ex-
perience all of the delights and even the
discomforts of a trip around tha world.
The panorama of many nations passes

before the spectator, while at intervals
he is out at sea with no sight of land.
After looking a few moments the Illu-
sion of being upon the water becomes per-
fect. Xot a few people experience "mal
de mer" at once. For their accommoda-
tion little crevettes are conveniently ar-
ranged. The presence of these obnoxious

conveniences of course renders the Illu-
sion all the more complete.
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the troops of Americans are not ar-
riving1 and his corner still remains
desolate. The last time that Ipassed it
there were two black valets instead of
one grinning in the doorway. Should
things not become more prosperous in the
near future Ianticipate that the whole
force will be on exhibition to assure
Americans of the establishment's abound-
ing "elegance."

One of the most popular side-shows at
the Exposition is the Palais du Costume,
designed, by Felix, the .great dressmaker.
Beginning with the wildGaulish women at
the time of the Roman invasion, he Iead3
us through French fashions up to his lat-

really makes or mars one's life. And. be-
lieve me, no one can escape It. There is
no cleverness, no accomplishment that
can atone in Paris for an old-fashioned
gown. Every afternoon a band plays at
the Palais du Costume and it Is rendered
very attractive. In the 1900 part of itreal
women promenade marvelously arrayed,
but in the other departments the figures
are of wax. Icannot say that It differs
greatly from an elaborate waxworks
show. Mary Antoinette and her friends
sail Ina little boat on the lake at Trianon.
Famous personages of the courts of Louis
XIV and Louis XV are there, while the
Directoire is most realistically represent-
ed. There Is a whole room devoted to dif-
ferent styles of coiffures and another one
to the evolution of the corset. This latter
is more interesting than itwould seem, as
the corset varies In shape quite as often
as the gentleman's top hat. V.~o do not

realize that the fashion in figures is ao
capricious, but this exhibition shows that
every few years the "mold" for the female

"The field on which we stand is hallowed
beyond that of any of the many spots on
earth on which brave men have battled
for the right, for these hillsides rang with
the hoofbeats of the steeds o£a troop none
of which ever lived to tell the story o* thebloody contest. Here waged one of theonly two battles ever waged in history
from which there never came a courier ofdefeat; and twice hallowed is the spot
for beneath yon regular lines of snowy
marble rest the ashes of those who" fellupon the only other battlefield In history
whence no remnant of the vanquished
ever carried to the cars of their fellow-men the news of how they fought andlost. Custer and Fetterman! the two cap-
tains in all history of whose commandsnone ever carried the tidings of defeat.Their names shall live Inhistory and theirmemory be enshrined in the hearts of agrateful people." ...

In closing It will not be amiss to quote
the following words uttered by Hon.
Frank Mandril at the dedication of this
historic field as a national cemetery.

When the bodies were burled some four
days later a small slab of marble was set
upon the field to mark the spot where
each trooper fell, and later en a monu-
ment was placed upon the hilltop.

borne out fcy the fact that Ouster's body
alone escaped mutilation, and by the cus-
tom among the Sioux to refrain from vio-
lence toward that one who dies by his own
hand. On Custer's body was one wound

—
a bullethole in the forehead: and nothing
could be plainer than that Custer took his
own life to escape Inevitable torture. As
soon as the bloody work was over the
women and children and young warriors
came upon the field and mutilated the
bodies until they were led by weariness
alorie to desist from their ghoulish work.

dead from the saddle. Who It was has
never been ascertained, but that he
Bhot himself after his frightened
horse had carried him to safety
there seems

-
no reason to disbe-

lieve. Still the little band found them-
selves hemmed Inon all Bides, and rapid-'
ly were their numbers being lessened. A
last effort at escape was made toward
the northeast diagonally along the gently

.sloping hillside. As they neared the crest
again but a few unhorsed men remain-
ed, who were left to huddle together and
sell their lives as dearly as possible while
awaiting death at the hands of the shout-
ing, demoniacal throng. There, near the
brow of the hill, fell the last man of
those brave meA whom fortune had so
cruelly forsaken, and that man was the
fair-haired Idol of his regiment and the
much-hated enemy of the Sioux nation.
The greatest question of all has ever
been In regard to the death of Custer
himself. Several theories have been ad-
vanced, but neither reason nor barbaric
custom have given them the warrant of
truth. Some have said that Rain-in-the-
Face shot Custer himself, as he was theone in command on the field, as Sitting
Bull remained In camp until the battlewas over. Again it has been held that•
General Custer was the last to die be-
cause, he was held in reverence by thesavages as a sort of worthy foeman. It
i3 a fact that Custer was the last tofall, but let us not look for the reason
for this fact outside of savage hatred,
which alone was the dominating factor
of the hour. Custer had long been a
marked man in the eyes of the Siouxwarriors, and while they might sate their
thirst for revenge on the ordinary sol-
dier by^ killinghim and afterward taking
his scalp and mutilating his body, there

His deduction was cer-
tainly logical. A head
that could evolve so defi-
nite a conclusion, 1
thought, was worthy of
a less ridiculous cover-
ing than the yellow cap. "

However, Ientered. In-
side the glory was quite
bewildering. Three o*

-
four colored garcons. all¦
arrayed as splendidly as
the first one. bowed and
scraped before me. I
found the clerk or theproprietor behind the
desk, and after having
accomplished my errand
Incidentally asked him.
"What is your Idea In
dressing your valets In
puch extraordinary fash-
Jon?"

"Oh. you see. Ido that
to please the Amerl- .
cans." he said, vehe-
mently, "in, Americathey like things very
gay— very loud. The
French people do not
admire my livery, but
the Americans are sur*
to find it tres elegant."

In spite of these most
amiable efforts to picas*,

"I couldn't tell you,
lady," he answered, "but
Ireckon not, as there
ain't no ladies here at
all."

Not far from where I
l!v*>, in the region of \he
Arc de Triumph, a new
hotel has recently open-
ed that I find a constant
source* of arnusem'ent. It
was opened, of course,
for exposition purposes,
avowedly for the Ameri-
can patronage. The pro-
prietor, refusing to beat
about the bush, has
given his hotel a very
American name and ad-
vertises that he caters
to this particular class
of visitors. He thinks
that he has analyzed the
American taste and that
he knows It in detail.
The following Is one of
the results of this analy-
sis: In the doorway
conspicuously stands a
tall ebony darky

—
not a

"colowed genleman," but
a real "nigger," as black
us the ace of spades.
His livery consists of
knickerbockers made of
bright yellow cloth, a
vest of screeching blue,
stockings in red and
black stripes, a red
necktie and a black coal
with enormous gold but-
tons. This costume is
completed by a yellow
cap with black and red
tassels. Altogether he is
a. veritable young circus.
One day Iwent to this
hotel looking for a friend
whom Ihad heard was
In the neighborhood.
"Can you tell me wheth-
er Mme.

——
is here?" I

asked the grinning ob-
ject at the door.

liur an orchard some-
where in California
where he will raise huge
peaches and pears such
as he sees In Jars at the
exposition. Oh, yes; and
raisins— large, delicious
raisins— he is going to
produce in the utmost
abundance. These, how-
ever, he will not be bete
enough to "give away."
With a greater thrift
than fhe Southern Pa-
cific Railway Company
Is manifesting at present
in giving away boxes of
raisins, he will send
these things to Paris
and sell them. In a few
years, when he shall
have made a million or
two. he will return to
Paris and live-In. con-
tentment for the rest of
his days. He will .buy. a
house on the Bojs de
Boulogne and have au-
tomobiles galore. 'Tls
true he will find Jt hard
to stay away from Paris
for the several years
necessary, but he real-
izes that in making a
fortune some sacrifice
must be made. It all
sounds so easy, so sim-
ple, that Ireproach my-
self after each of these
conversations for not
Pressing a row of
hottCM on the Bois de
HoulOgne and a whole
factory of automobiles.

There is no doubt about it that Califor-
nia is advertising herself at the exposition
in a nioj-t effective fashion, and is becom-
ing more then ever "individual" In the
minds of foreigners. There are few peo-
ple over here who think of California as
being a part of the United States. A ho-
tel keeper told me one day that he had
five Americans and two Californlans Inhis
hotel. Just where they would !ocnte us
in drawing an impromptu map Ihave not
discovered, but Iam sure they think of
us as quite an independent affair, perhaps
with a king and princes and dukes. How
divinely plcture-sque we should be were
their Ideas true! Such titles, for instance.
es th? Princo of Monterey, the Duke of
Sacrame-nto and the Count of Siskiyou
would be most euphonious and distingues.
The exaggerated nuggets at the exposi-
tion 3re making people open their eyes. I
opened my own eyes very wide arhen I
taw them, although with foreigners Iam
loyallyconcealing my surprise and am af-
fecting a most blase air. quite as though
the children at home played with nuggets
of this sort. Ihave noticed that the other
California us are thus loyal. You couldn't
frate them at the exposition with a chunk
of gold as big as a wagon wheel nor with
a peach the size of a watermelon. There
is en unexpressed conspiracy among us
to make ell the •world believe that such
things are everyday occurrences. Now
this scheme, believe me, is so unselfish

. On account of the delay we arrived too
tfate at the Champ de Mars for the epe-n-
hng of the California mlneralogical exhibit.
(-Every one said that we were too late but
jno one told us why. The minerals were all
»thcre, the guards were there, no c?re-
jmony had been performed; why, then,
jwere we late? In the midst cf my inter-
jrotatories Try foot encounter?d some-
thing on the floor. Ah! it was a cork!

A very wonderful po'.d specimen :n this
texhiblt is owned by Mr. Frlcat of Crasa
JVailey and Is valued at more than $20,000.
,'It has been in a French b-ink since 1SG4.

been brought he re by Mr. Fricat's
jfather, who was a California pioneer. In
'shape it is something like u. branch of
(coral. Although of French parentage,
"with many relatives In this country end
ppoakkig the language more naturally

IttaffS English. Mr. Frlcat is homesick for,California. "Were Inot detained here by
.Important business," he *aM to me the
other day. "I should take the first. steamer for America." Mr. Foote also
confesses to being homesick. lie is weary
already of the bustle and confusion of
Paris ar.d, Ithink, is longing for the
soothing peace of the Fair case.

We had plenty of time to discuss our
relative idiocy. Fifteen m'.nutes. half an
hour, an hour wont by and there v.

-
e.vwen\

yet unrescued. The moving sidewalk that
runs parallel and on a level with the elec-
tric tramway frisked by us with an air of
unwarranted superiority. ItIs not so un-
impeachable itself, this moving ildewa'fci.
for one day It ran away, causing *rr*-:.t
•consternation throughout the exposition.
No one could get on nor off as it sped
.along with all the fury of a belated ex-
press train. Paolo and Franeesca flying
(before the face of the wliid were mildly
tpur.lshefi compared with the moving sldc-
pwalk victims. Perhaps he who writes the
twentieth century "Inferno" will find a
"circle" of runaway sidewalks, for If
X<uclfer be at all up to date he probably
•will lose no time In adopting this new
jjiorror. It was quite an hour and a quar-
ter before things were sufficiently in order
lor our car to l!mp along to the station. I
Jsave firmly resolved never to go near the
thing again

—
but will Ikeep my resolu-

tion? The speculation of willIor willI
jiotarrive at the other Is fraught with all
Ihe fascination of the "rouge-et-noir."

"Well, ifIhad been as sure as all tJiat."
Ehe said, quite disdainfully, "Ishouldn't
have been idiot enough to get on the
thing."

*"1 am not blaming you, my dear. How-
ever, you must acknowledge .that you
thought there was no danger, whileIhave
l>een sure all along that something was
polng to happen." Icouldn't prevent my.
Belt from feeling a little superior, but I
failed to Impress my friend that way.

"Well, you needn't blame me for it," she
raid, in a tone that lacked her usual
amiability. "Ididn't drag you on It."

"There. Itold you that this thing wasn't
Fafe." Isaid to my friend. In the full glow
cf an "Itold you so" triumph.

confess to a k*e'en cnJbyWFKT TrriEe "wTITz
and whirr of an electric train. For you
In America this sensation has ceased to
be a novelty; but spend a few months in
Paris wobbling along in antiquated omni-
buses, and the electric tramway willagain
become a delight. The other day we and
the electric car wen.- on the top of the
highest trestle, when, click, the thing com-
menced to jump with the movement of a
kangaroo; then It galloped along for a
few pace?, kickir.g up its heels like an In-
corrigible young: colt, and finally stopped
rhori, refusing even to quiver. We were
duly grateful for this unexpected denoue-
ment, as it would have been Just as easy
to callop off from the trestle. As It was,
there .we were, high In air with no power
to get us down.
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1? HAVEbeen giins about the exposition
persistently expecting "something to

<± happen." .".nd perhaps deep In my
heart of her.rts Ishould have been a

trifle disappointed had things gone along
quite smoothly. Ilooked at the elevated
electric railway and pronounced it un-
Fafo. Th?.t Iknew no more about the rc-
tjuircmci.ts of such a thing than the pro-
verbi.-il pirr.knows about astronomy Iam
¦willing to ndmit. Isimply reserve the
feminine privilege of having an opinion
without any earthly reason. Confirmed
as It was. however, my opinion did not
prevent rr.e from making frequent excur-
sions on this same electric railway. It Is
bo convenient for getting from one part
cf the exposition to another; and. then. I

tnat almost savors of heroism It Is
all very well for you who are safe and
sound on the other side. "We who are
here must be the victims. These foreign-
ers demand that |we pay dearly for the
golden reputation of our California. Com-
ing from a land where nuggets grow on
trees, the question of price cannot bo a
serious one. A Callfornlan might pro-
claim his poverty till he became black In!
the face and the people over here would'
take Itas a joke. Poor, and coming from*
California. Jamals de la vie! You may
tell that to the marines.
Ihave met a young Frenchman who is

saving his money to so to California. I
find him interesting, as he tells me things
about my native land that Inever heard v
before. This Is his plan: He Is going to
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