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THE WEEK AT THE LAKE.

JAn Evident Disposition on the Part of
Pespie to Enjoy Themselves
to the Full.

They Flock {0 the Lakeside and Revel
in Ail the Delights of a Sum-
mer Resort.

‘White Bear As Full of Life As Ever and
the Season Premises Plenty
of Pleasure.

MONG the eventsof
interest at the lake
during the past
week was the com-
mencement of the
Mahtomedi assemb-
Iy Thursday. The
hotel is filled to
overflowing, and
most of the rooms
in the hotel annex
have been taken. A
great many of the
visitors, however,

prefer trying a little
camp life, and the
white tents dot the
east shore thieker
than ever this sum-
mer. The Chateaugay gave their usoal
Wednesday evening hop, which was |
better attended than any of the former
ones. About the usual number of guests
enjoyed the party at Leip’s Thursday |
evening.

On an evening of last week, as the
steamer Dispat¢h lay at her dock and
Capt. Comings stood in the pilot box
with his hand on the wheel preparatory |
to giving the signal for starfing, he was
approached by an inebriated individual,
who, after slowly climbing the stairs |
leading to the pilot’s_r ded the
astonishec wiain a half dollar with the
remark, v, pardfieryust put that
on the red, will “ver, and give ’er -a
whirl: I’ll go vou. just once if I lose.”
He was quictly but firmly led off of the |
boat and informed that that was not a
wheel of fortune: and that if he wanted |
to gamble on the red and black, or hunt
the tiger in its native jungle, he must |
move farther down the lake.
UNCLE BILLY STYLES.

ng beautiful and touching |
gizing Billy Styles—a well- |
known character at the lake—was |
handed the GrLosk correspondent at the |

A BEACH PEDESTRIAN.

station last nightby a wild-eyed indi-
vidual, who immediately made his es-
eape on a Stillwater train:
Oh, Billy Styles. t ‘s not a tar

So jolly and e,
There's not a sailor on the lake

That hold an ore with vou.
You know the bottom of the lake,

You know its every wave;

You know where squalls are wont to break,

You know in time to save.

For every cloud that flecks the sky,

You know how **big a blow,™
And to your wondering erew

You say, “I told you so.”

Your sail is taut, your boat is trim,

Neatness in every part,

Atalanta's worihy a sailor’s heart

But, Biily Styles, you trim your sail
For pleasant or foul weather;

And yet your own domestic flock
You have not kept together.

How is it, when the lake is rough
You puli so safely through,

But when domestie storms are *‘up'
You know not what to do?

Are women worse than water cress
To manage on thiis beach?

Could you rour cordage in
To bring you ?

The storm re
Beat fierce t ide world o'er,

But patience at the helm
Will Tand you safe on shore.

THE DELLWOOD CLUB TOWER.

The following was handed the GLOBE §
correspondent. at the lake Friday, by
a member of the Matoska club, with
the request that it be published, ard the
promise of more anon:

With all due apology to the observer
in the GrosE tower, if a man should
take his stand in the tower of the Dell-
wood club house, he might see some
very strange sights; for instance, he
could see:

J. C. Robertson trying to getsome
Eleeps

tobert C. Wight doing the honors on
his birthday.

Ed Pease being congratulated on the
Savents of the day.”

Capt. Brown knocking his brains out
pn the iron center bhoard of lis yaeht.

Henry Lang scanning the papers for
arrivals of European steamers.

George Henderson entertaining a
party from St. Louis.

"»

domestic love

AN OUT-DOOR BREAKFAST,

H. R. P. Hamilton getting his haircut
at White Bear village. ;

G. Chase, Esq.. laid up with the gout,
caused by high living.

Ernest Birchall reading an account of
the queen’s jubilee. .

Will Lang and C. E. Severance wear-
Ing silk hats straight. 3

Charles P. Nash telling of his house
in Baltimore. ;

W. D. Adlum taking Hopkins’ place
as the club beauty.

W. D. C. Smith drinking water.

W. F. Piatt off on a vacation. <

A bob-tail flush beat three of a kind.

Ed Miller putting a wild mustang in
Hewitt’s barn.

Bob Edeger leading the club chorus.

E. A. Gray in the Chase-Birchall syn-
dicate’s, “Manitou.”

H. F. Wood learning to swim. :

A. E. Wislizenus sitting up straight
in a railroad car.

Severance early to breakfast.

NOTES OF THE WEEK. .

Prof. R. H. Evans, Thursday evening
hop at Hotel Leip, White Bear Lake,
was largely attended. Nearly fifty
cofples participated in the light fan-
tastic, Among those who were present
were Misses Hart, Askew, Sneed, Reid,
Vavis, Jones, Myers, Ward, Minehan,
Prackett, Wilson, Gilman, Dryburgh,
Parsons, Roberts, Green, Raymond,
Lisdeke, Smith, Crary, Trowbridge,
O'Connor sisters, Hall, Sanford, Kav-

augh, Sammis, Hornsby, Little, Me-
?ﬁm. .\'nmm.f Viley, Tweed, Howard,

oryis, Peet, Button, Bliss, Eaton, Price,
surton and Perkimm,  Messrs, Ramaley,
Musser, Vobevtson, Lang, Cox, K‘.”?'
srwell, Hoeoves, Emmerts, .\‘l-llv"'. 4
v, Wiehurdson, Warry Jiekardson, Web-

| Mason, visited Dellwood

man. Buckner, Goewery, O'Connor,
Hall, Simonds, Merrill, Conrad, Markoe,
Deacon, Semple, Severance, Adlum,
Bushnell, Cook, Barrett, Eckels, Forest,
Barnwell, Hornsby, Norton, Clark,
Krech, Galusha, Leonard and William-
SON.

A merry sailing party given by L. M.
Hastings, of St. Paul, lunched at Dell-
wood Tuesday. The following ladies
and gentlemen made up the party: Mrs.
H. B. Reed, Miss Jane Gill, MIss Elsie
Shawe, Hiss Virginia Perrin, Miss Sadie
Gill, Messrs. S. S. Farmer, Frank Man-
nen, Glover Perrin, R. W. Middleton,
Ernest Knight and L. M. Hastings.

THE CHILDREX’S PARADISE.

J. W. Cathie and wife, St. Paul, were
among the Sunday visitors at the Jake.

Mrs. Hale and family, St. Paul: Mr.
Finel, Minneapolis, and H. C. Walters,
of Stillwater are among the summer
guests at Mrs. Brewster’s coitage.

Mr. and Mrs. Byers, Mr, and Mrs.
MeXNeil, Messrs, Severance, Robertson,
Hopkins and Richardson composed a
sailing party in the yacht Marlie Sun-
day last and lunched at the Dellwood

| club house in the evening.

George W. Board and family, Mrs. E.
Waller and J. H. Hirst have moved into
the Jubilee cottage near the bridge.
Miss Nellie B. Sprague, of St. Paul, will
be the guest of Mrs. Board for a fort-
night.

Mrs. MeCune; Miss MeCane, Miss
Jennie MeCune, St. Louis: Miss Royal,
Columbia, Mo., II. W. Shadlg and M. S.
ednesday
as the guests of G. R. Henderson.

A couple of traveling magicians en-
tertained the Williams house guests in
the pavillion Tuesday evening. They
did some few very clever tricks besides
presenting a number of chestnuts.

Word has been received fron Mrs.
Jessie Bartlett Davis, the noted operatic
singer. that she will forego the pleas-
ures of White Bear this summer for a
few weeks at Newport.

Williamn Kenna and William Heffer-
man, who left White Bear for the sea
shore a short time ago, are expected
home this week.

Twenty-four couples took part in the
german last Saturday evening. Rib-
bons and Japanese hair fans were used
for favors.

The George brothers, of St. Paul, who
have been rusticating at the lake for a
few days, have returned to the city.

The Fortuna, Capt. Welsh’s yacht,
struck a reef a few days ago and has
been on the dry dock for repairs.

The West Side Toboggan club partici-
ated in_ a very enjoyable picnic at
Vildwood Park Monday.

Harry Richardson, of Stillwater, is
camping on the Hospes grounds near
the Lakeside cottage.

Robert €. Wight celebrated his twen-
ty-sixth birthday at the Dellwood club
house Wednesday.

Miss Edna Clum, who has been visit-
ing Miss Merta Trowbridge, has re-
turned to the city.

Mrs. Wakely and son, of Kansas City
are sojourning at the lake, stopping at
Brewster cottage.

Howard James, St. Paul, dined at
Dellwood Tuesday as the guest of J. C.
Robertson.

Mrs. Berry, of St. Paul, has moved to
the lake and will camp at the Hirst
lookout.

Clarence O. Nash and child are living
at the Perry cottage and boarding at the
Lakeside.

Miss Katie A. Davies, Denver, Col., is
the guest of Mrs. Drake at the Lakeside
cottage.

Miss Minnie Pureell spent the past
week at the lake as a guest at the Swem
cottage.

Charles . Kling has been elected an
associate member of the Matoska eclub.

T. G. Walther and family are at the
Mahtomedi hotel for a few weeks.

Miss Ward, of St. Paunl, was a guest
of Miss Trowbridge last week.

Miss Robenstein visited the lake Sun-
day, stopping at the Lakeside.

Mr. and Mrs. C. B. Lawton are spend-
ing a few weeks at the lake.

B. S. Schrieber and G. A. Virtue are
camping at White Bear.

Miss Ward, of Waseea, is boarding at
the Brewster cottage.

Miss Lillic Matheis has returned from
a visit at Lake City.

George J. Grant and family areoat
Mrs. Brewsters.

e ——
GUSTS OF WIND.

A Full Hand—One in which the mem-
bers have been stocked with old rye.—
Waterloo Observer.

One idea of political economy is trying
to run a campaign without a brass band.
—New Orleans Picayune.

The czar likes to hear a band. A Ger-
man band, vou know: it drowns the
noise of bursting bombs.—New Haven
News.

Dresden has a brass orchestra of
ninety pieces. The players are all
women, but that doesn’t make it less
painful.—Philadelpnia Call.

As if liquor would not drive & man
erazy soon enough, some of the beer
sellers in the West hire brass bands to
play in their gardens.—New Orleans
Picayune.

——
FORGIVENESS.
BY TRICOTT.
Dear heart, there’s nothing to forgive,
And nanght 1 would forget;
For how might one who did receive
But good from thee, regret
Anght* In thy truth dear, I believe,
Pray for and love thee yet.

There are no words in which to say
How much thou hast done for me.

I never can hope to repay
The great debt I owe thee.

Love thee? forever and for ayel
As long as time shall be.

Oh grand, glad soul. born to command
Right's ranks, dear wanderer,

Come home. I see that fairer land,
Drawing each day more near.

Thon holdest great gifts in thy hand;
The power all hearts to cheer.

And love hath mourned thee many days.
Ah! wilt thou longer roam.
When blne, bright skies, smooth and sunny
Ways,
Where sweet fresh flowers bloom,
Fair crowns of Taurel, love and praise
Whait for thee! Ohl come home!

Thou should stand higher than other men,
God meant thee to. 1 see,

With sight keener than mortal ken.
Thy true nobility!

All that to earth thou might have been,
All that thou yet canst be.

Oh! trust thyself! hope everything.
Put doubt and dread away,
And glad as birds that wake and sing
In morrings of the May. -
Rise up. on free and joyous wing,
To greet the fair new day.
C—————

Postmaster Day's Dilemma.

Sdiom

~I s

Ever since the retiremefit of Senator
MeMillan (Dr. Day’s  brether-inJaw)
there is a rumor to the effect that Presi-

the St. Paul

gler, doars, Bhaw, Vrince, Bryant, Cole-

e
i \

dent Cleveland  mx ee-make a change in

PARIS AT THE SEA SIDE.

—_—

A Charming Letter From a Special
Globe Correspondent Wandering
On the Coast of Brittany.
Where the Gay People of the Fremch
Capital Go to Breathe Pure Air
and Recuperate.

The Fine 0ld Feudal Town of Dinard and
Other Pretty Spots for Summer
Loungers.

Special Letter the Globe.
DINARD, July 9, 1887.—
VEN before
" the national
fete day is over
the dwellers in
the French
capital begin
Jto turn their

Y x—==*backs upon
~_i §'\ . _-senate and
=D <~ chamber, and

= -to think of the
Normon or the
Brittany coast,
The republic
has been for-
tunate in its
birthday, far more fortunate than the
empire, which could never keep Paris
together till the 15th of August. The
14th of July is just the right time for a
closing festivity, for the great *set
piece’ which ends the entertainment:
{mnple have not been kept waiting too
ong, and they are in ;;«)0(1 Liumor when
it comes. But it is the signal for a
general scattering. The Saint-Lazare
and Northern railway stations are De-
set with hurrying erowds: Paris puts
on its traveling dress—egenerally a very
becoming one—and the move is made to
the seashore. The harvest of Trouville
aud Deauville thereupon begins:
Etretat, which was a simple fishing
village when Alphonse Karr and his
artist friends discovered it,welcomes the
invaders from the capital, who come in
yearly-inereasing numbers to enjoy its
beach and its breezes, and, it must be
added, the opportunities which it offers
for the display of ravishing toilettes.
All round the northern and northwest-
ern coast, from Boulogne t9p the mouth
of the Loire, the two months which fol-
low the national fete see at innumerable
points, a population given up to enjoy-
ment, and sueceeding admirably, For
life at a French watering-place 1s not to
be estimated solely by reference to
Trouville, or Dieppe, or the few other
fashienable holiday centers that dot the
coast. It is in the smaller places, at
Petites-Dalles or Fecamp, at Arro-
manches or Veules, or at those Breton
villages, for instance, which are as vet
known to few, that the charm of the
French holiday life becomes apparant.
The boredom of the Engligh seaside, the
vulgarity of Margate or Herne Bay are
equally unknown on the French coast.
In the first place, the lodgings and the
landlady are not there; the French fam-
ily hires a tiny house for the season,
with little in it but the bare boards. and
a comfortable bonne from the village
does the cooking and the eleaning for
them. In the next place bathing,which
in America is a duty and in England a
penance, is in France a_pleasure and a
rational enjoyment. The Englishman
and the Yankee are commonly thought
to belong to an inventive race, but in
the matter of sea bathing they have not
only not invented, but they have de-
elined to adopt the simple invention of
others. The lack of proper costumes
divides the sexes in the water as rigidly
as if the sea were a rituralistic church;
and the result is that
THE SOCIAL PLEASURE OF THE BATH
which is certainly its chief pleasure,
does not exist. In France, the bath is a
family pienie, where father, mother,
sons and daughters may splash in  com-
mon and help each other to swim and
make merry over each other’s mishaps.
In England it is, at best, a severe exer-
cise, taken with all the drawbacks of
solitude, a vague sense of impropriety,
and the lumbering of the horrible ma-
chine. Who will be bold enough to re-
form this barbarous eustom? It is only
the first step that costs, as the French
have it, for, after all, English people
are sensible enough and ready to adopt
improvements when they see them be-
fore their eyes. Let some leading fam-
ily, at Scarborough, say, dress them-
selves at home in pretty French bathing
dresses, throw ulsters over them, and
boldly march down to the seain com-
pany. The example will spread: the
machine will give place tothe eabin:
bathing will become a social and not an
isolated delight, and the retormers will
deserve the thanks of their generation.
The idea of a trip once a year to the
seaside has been aceepted by every class
of Parisian society. The Normandy

——
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coast is lined with villas and chalets
from Honfleur to Cherbourg, and right
along to Nantes, built by speculative
contractors whenever they discover
some new spot, which a few newspaper
paragraphs are to convert into a fash-
ionable resort for sea-bathirg: hotels
spring, up like mushrooms, where those
who are content to forfeit their individ-
uality, take their places at table d’hote
like so many sheep. Their host in-
creases the sum fixed per diem as equiv-
alent for board and lodg:inz by making
those who arrive late for breakfast or
dinner pay a fine and by subjecting
such as introduce spirits, eandles, or
soap into his establishment to 8 momen-
tary penalty. At table, the visitor real-
izes the dreadful misfortunes which
must have befallen the twenty-five lit-
tle cobblers of the nursery rhyme as the
dishes are passed along in front of them
and they are charged extor-
tionately for liquids baptized with
names pompously recalling the
best Bordeaux and Burgudy
vintages, but which would not even pass
muster with the execise officers at the
gates of Paris. The fruit, fish and meat
are supplied from the French ecapital
every morning, and the visitor soon
learns to his cost that the gay cit}' he
has left belind is the only place where
fresh produce can be obtained for
money’s worth. Hotelkeepersand own-
ers of boarding houses think that the
privilege of inhaling ozone cannot be
properly enjoyed, especially during the
dog days, unless quickened by a pro-
portionate exudation of coin. Each
year the price of food and apartments
appears to increase, and the cost of the
periodical emigration is equal to the
sum rerhuire«l to keep anyone for the
rest of the year in Paris. Revolutions
have been caused by the rapacity of cer-
tain speculators whose interests clashed
with the material welfare of the le;
but the French submit with lame-like
humility to the exorbitant demands of
the grand-children of mere wreckers,
despoilers and smugglers, who formerly
plied their nefarious business along this
same sea coast.

If, therefore, you have nniy shrewd-
ness, you will do as 1 did this year, es-
chew the eliffs of Normandy which have
grown stale and unsavory, and patronize
the coast of Brittany. if you want to
see a pretty place, come to Dinard. Un
til 1 saw it, I had no idea that the many
pleasant things I had heard said about
Dinard were in some way advertise-
meénts. Such an idea, however, is erro-
neous. The town is surely the queen of
French Atlantic watering-pl#ves. You
have here none of those long, monoto-
nous lines of white sand so frequent in
sea-side resorts; but, on the contrary, a

most happy combination of ins and outs
in the cut of the coast, a picturesque dis-
tribution of jagged and precipitous
rocks and intervening inlets, of mari-
time bays and bathing bays and fishing
bays, a widespread and curious eruption
of rocks eop{’ng out of the water, mere
specks or irregular form when the tide
is high, and tall, rngged and barren
islamfs when the tide is low—for Dinard
has the phenomenal tide of forty-cight
feet. e whole irregular coast is lined
with other picturesque towns, new and
old—te the north, St. Malo, St. Servan
and Parame; to the south, St. Enogat,
St. Lunaire, St. Briac.

On the first day of my arrival I asked
a fat old gentleman, seated beneath the
shade of his umbrella, gazing out upon
the sea through his green goggles, for
what Dinard is most remarkable, and
he answered with vivacii{:

“The Rance, sir, the Rance, a para-
doxical river. Nothing like it any-
where. Only faney, sir, instead of low-
ing down, as most well-behaved rivers
do, this one runs up twelve miles, and
terminates—too soon, as you will see—
at the dear old eity of Dinan.”

This little efiort at conversation by
the old gentleman with the green gog-
gles tired him out, and he had fallen
into a gentle doze. So Iturned to one
of the ladies, who had managed to se-

cure the chair on which reposed the hat |

and stick of the sleeper. To the same

question I had addressed to the sleeper |

she looked up with a sweet smile and
said in a tender voice:

“Eh, mon Dieu! everything isremark-
able at Dinard.

without being compelled to render an
account toyour family and family’s re-
lations of all the circumstances of your
acquaintanceship. There can be no in-
stinet of sympathy in Paris, can there,
monsieur? One is so spied, you know.”

And again the fair ereature looked up
with the sweetest and most sentimental

lance I had ever received. 1 thought
1er Jovely ; she was exquisitely attired:
her hat was of the most becoming
shape, simple, yet graceful, just a wee
wisp of black lace, only that, nothing
more, with an exquisite bunch of roses;
her morning robe of pale pink muslin,
gathered up with knots of satin ribbon;

her lovely little foot shod to perfection. .

1 WAS CHARMED OUT OF MY SENSES.

We two were seated beneath the shade.

of her parasol; she dropped her pocket
handkerchief; I stooped to pick it up,

and when I had “carefully brushed the
sand from the embroidered border I
turned to present it to her, having first
pressed it to my heart; but during that
single moment she, too, had turned, and
now sat with her back to me, while a
tall, over-dressed young man was seated
close to her on the other side. Ie
looked into her face with an inquiring
aze; she whispered low. Iam anapt
rench scholar and quick of hearing.
She whispered, but a short sentence,
which the wild sea wind brought
straight into my ear: i

“*Cher Oscar, debarrasse-moi done de
cet imbecile!™ i

(As, of course, I am not bound to let
the reader know the nature of this un-
complimentary remark, I have pur
posely left it shrouded in its French
vernacular.) 3

The look of bewildered amazement
which the words ecalled up into my
countenance must have tickled the fel-
low’s fancy, for he burst out into a
broad, withering, horse laugh, and look-
ing at me curiously through the bit of
glass stuck in his eye, laughed all the
more. So what could I do but walk
away, while yet my temper was under
my own control? Struck suddenly by
one so pretty and being all of a twitter
at the scornful chuckle of one, tomy
mind, so ugly, I thought the best thing
to do was to rush off and see the back-
ward-flowing river.

The quiet beauty of the scene soon
toned down my ruffled spirits. It is the
climax to this bit of seaside loveliness.
The Rance is really a series of back-
water lakes. Imagine a broad sheet of
water beginning in a bay between the
towns of Dinard, St. Malo and St. Ser-
van, and forming for its total length of
a dozen of miles a succession of lakes
with narrow gate-like passages. The
shores of this lake-chain are rocky and
precipitous, gloriously crowned with
the soft-tinted dark green foliage which
lends such a charm to the forests of
France, and dotted in its romantic spots
with ivy-covered and turreted chateax

1 and quaint little villages, a decade of

centuries old—in fact, a page of mediwe-
val poetry,equal to anything on thejtiud-
son or on the Rhine. I wenton and on
all day, and in the afternoon found my-
self at Dinan, perfectly bewildered at
the antiquated look of this strange old
town.

Dinan is a fine old feudal town, with
its ancient walls, piclurvsquols' perched
on a steep granite rock, 200 feet orso
above the laughing Rance. The old
parts of the town are especially worth
seeing; they are richin overhanging
rables, old arcades, and the most de-
ightfully old domestic architecture
conceivable. The cathedral of Saint-
Sauveur affords abundant food for the
antiquary, with its eurious bass-reliefs,
typitving—yes, indeed—the ioves of
Psyche. An unchurchly subject, one
would think! There is also to be seen
there, a monument erected to that king
of swashbucklers, Du Gueseclin, The
seenery round about this antique place,
with its villas and gardens, and its fine
viaduet over the valley, is strikingly
beautiful, abounding as it does in charm-
ing walks and views. Living is still
comparatively cheap here, especially
when compared with places like Dieppe
and Trouville. So I take the train and
return to Dinard.where of course are the
same shops, the identical Hounsditeh
shell-work, and all the knicknacks
proper to the seaside. Here also may
possibly be found the same bathing
men,
the se®, in which they live half tie day,
causes a thirst which ecannot be
quenched in cider. ButIdo not meet
at Dinard with those everlasting helps
and attendants, who prey on the visitor
like so many pirate felucoas round the
stately merchantman, plundering him
in detail, and rendering most difficult
the task of any future writer who may
wish to publish a handbook instrugting
the coming generation how to passa
month at the seaside for £500. :

The wonderful charm of this little
corner of Brittani'. the departmental
name of which is llle-et-Vilaine, has not
escaped the a;:rreciation which is its
due. Itis studded with the country
seats of the rich, and the largest colony
of Americans, indeed the only one ‘in
France out of Paris, that [ know of, is
fixed in this delicious corner of the
country. The word “fixed” is here to be
taken in its most literal sense, for they
have bought up ground, built i)ouses, or
rather palaces, and live here the whole
year round. It is the only place I have
ever heard of where theré is an agglom-
eration of Americans so content with
their surroundings that they are willing
to do nothing but go boating, fishing,
driving and lounging on the piazzas of
their residences on the overhanging
rocks.

Hid away under the shelter of a dense
wooded park near the banks of the po-
etic Rance,lives in a largelold-fashioned
Brittany mansion, the Gen. Baron de
Charette, whose wife is American, Miss
Antoinette Palk, of Tennessee, of the
ﬂﬁnilf' of President Palk. The general
is well known to fame: no man of his
age—he is only just turned fifty—can
show a biography as full of daring ad-
ventares and hairbreadth escapes in
time of war and peace as he, or as full
of the dramas that move the human
heart, of the scenes in which death must
be looked rely in the face without
flinching. He

and his wi;e are. equally

popular with the aristocracy of Brit-
tany; they are also adored by the peas-
antry that surround them. They enter-
tain sumptuously and generously; the
table is always set, and the supplemen-
tary seats are never vacant. You are
sure to meet at their house many of the
names that have figured largely in the
history of France. One of their nearest
neighbors, occupying one of the most
remarkable castles in Brittany, is the
Count de Chateaubriand, nephew and
heir of the illustrious author of Attala
and the Genius of Christianity.

/OF THE AMERICANS FIXED AT DINARD
sand oceupying houses built by them-
‘selves, we have first Mrs. Coppinger
(Miss Foster, of Boston,) who, with her
husband, was the first to discover the
beauties of the locality and to build a
~mansion that remains the most elevated
sand most conspicuous house on the
‘roeky acelivities of Dinard; Mr. Camac
#nd family, of Philadelphia; the Moul-
~ton families, of New York, who have
built two fine residences: the Thorn-
ilykes and the Tudors, of Boston: Count
Kleczkowski, former minister of France
to China, married toa Miss Tudor, of
Boston, whose residence and park, of
recent creation, are among the marvels
of Dinard; Mr. Main and family: the
three families of Brooks, of New York
and Cuba; the § Viscount de Chanterac
and the Viscount de Carguet, both mar-
ried to Misses Brooks: the brothers
Pepper, of Philadelphia, and Mrs.
}"rmgle and daughter, of Soputh Caro-

ina.

First of all, you can
enjoy the company of agreeable persons |

who declare that the saltness of |

_Among the distinguished ¥Frenchmen
living and owning property here, we
have the Due d’Audiffret-Pasquier, the
Due de Mortemart, ete.. since 1884,
Marshal MacMahon who, during a short
stay of two weeks, was so pleased with
the locality that he bought one of the
three handsome houses of the Duc
d’ Audiffret-Pasquier on the projecting
rocky point called La Malouine. There
is also a large number of fixed English
residents of distinetion.

If you wish to make a nice inland ex-
cursion to see a little more of Brittany,
go by train to Brest, and thence proceed
to Chateaulin by steamboat up the river
Faou, atrip of about five hours, staying
at Chateaulin overnight, and then going
by train to Quimper, where thereis
enough for two or three days’ hard sight-
seeing., From Quimper, go to Quimperle
by rail. Quimperle nestles in a lovely
valley at the confiluence of two rivers,
and is called the Arcadia of Brittany.
Hereabouts you will find Pont-Aven, a
sort of Brittany ““‘Barbizon” for paint-

ers, and altogether delightful
place. From here go to Vannes,

and thence to Nantes, a long journey,
which you may break at Saini-Nazaire,
finishing it by steamboat. For details
of both these places, consult one of
Joanne's guides. From Nantes, go on
by rail to Chateaubriant, and look at the
two chateaux to be seen there—the old
one and the “new”—built in 1524,
From Chateaubriand, push on by car-
riage to Vitre, a medixval curiosity,
and after a night’s rest, take the train to
Rennes, the rare old capital of Brittany,
built of granite, and meant to last until
the Day of Doom. A forest of magnifi-
cent Druidical oaks and beeches, the
Forest of Rennes, liesa few miles out
of town, and this may be taken en route
to Fougeres. From there take train to
Antrain, where, however, there is not
much to see, and then the diligence for
Dol, where the admirer of architecture
will be delighted with the cathedral, a
most beautiful Gothie structure. From
Dol go to St. Malo, which is within four
miles of Dinard., our starting place, and
you will know more of Brittany than
many people who have lived there all
their lives.
ArTiUR HARPER.

BOYS ARE LIKE DUCKS.

Urchins Who Make it Interesting
for the Police.

Funny Antics of the Kids While
Bathing in the River.

ATHING for time
immemorial has
been the proudest
boast of the genus
small boy. Among
these  youngsters,
and the street gam-
ins especially, there
is nothing in life so
pleasant as a head-
er off a dock when
they cannot be
caught by an over-
serupulous police-
man. For it must
be understood that the average small
boy does not believe in bathing suits,
trunks and the like, but wants to enjoy
himself in his aquatic evolutions *in
puris naturalibus.” Hence it has be-
come necessary to enact ordinances
making it unlawful for anybody to go
into the water near a dock where passen-
goers embark or disembark.
~ The problem, though, has never yet
been solved by a policeman how to
cateh a small boy
1A ‘ i

=

in the water, and
consequently very < N
few efforts are made | 0 b
to enforce thelav &l n Lt/ ﬂ
on this subject. _)_‘l_\.__‘__
Especially is this
true when the
water is warm
enough to allow
the swimmer to
remain in it with-
out danger of the
blood congealing in

/
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his veins, for at e
this season of the“COMEOUT AND GET
year the little GET US.”

seamps can float in the water nearly all
day. which is a good deal longer than a
puiiwumn ean stay on wateh.

Then, too, boys develop a wonderful
faculty for hiding their clothes
where suspicious policemen ecannot
find them. and _especially in the
vicinity of piers. where those little rats
can dive under and conceal their cloth-
ing. They slide down the piles until
they reach the string pieces, and here
they proceed to disrobe preparatory to
a plungze. The question has often been
aiml why could not a policeman get
under the pier and thus obtain posses-
sion of the offenders’ garments? It
would be as easy for the blue-coated
guardian of the peace to work a bank
combination, for the boys do not
hang their elothes in full view, but
conceal them in holes in tie wooawork,
dig out decayedspots in the piles and

1 poke their clothes
by i, ' down the opertures
ZEYF2.400 1 thus  created  and
trFR Y Ze o cover them over with
=8 ‘-q\_“:;ﬁ = dirt and l1'ubhish.
2 P sConsequently a po-
2 L ~ —4,'? liceman might hunt
f /| maround all day and
/ anotdisco\'emnythiug
__///,_, = to reward his vigi-

<= =7 lance. Usually the

R Bt .. boys of St. Paul pre-
A CLOSE BACE. for the west side of
the river for swimming, and any fair
da}' the banks opposite the boat houses
will be lined with aspirants foy aquatic
honors, utterly regardless of the fact
that they are violating the law, but in-
tent merely upon having a good time in
the Father of Waters.

‘But if the police are powerless tostop
the swimmers from enjoying them-
selves, there is another and more potent
factor in the shape of the first cold snap,
which drives all the gamins ashore and
keeps them clothed until spring comes
again and the anxious eyes ascertain
that the ice is out of the way again.

The proudest member of the ecovey,
for the boys generally flock together
when seeking pleasure in this way,1s
the boy who can stay underneath long-
est. About ten seconds suffices for him
to go to the bottom, clutch a handful of
mud and come to the surface to exhibit
his find. When his head pops up out of
the water he is blowing like a porpoise,
and frequently he has shipped a gallon
or so of water, but that matters very
little compared with the triumph of
having “brought bottom,” the goal of
his ambition. Henceforth his action is
imitated by every swimmer in the party,
and some wonderful feats of endurance
e, photakiy. T sper. ut ooy
evening, y to suppes, but often
toa llgging for being away from
g all day,

home | until suceess came,

| eents

RELIGS OF DAYS GONE BY.

Reminiscences of Members of the Last
Legislature Pleasantly Told in
Brief Paragraphs.

The Peculiar Traits and Characteristics
Some of Them Developed During
the Long Session.

A Potpourri of Persomal Gossip and
Some Funny Stories About Them
Never Before Printed.

_HE coterie of states-
men who made the
laws for the state of
Minnesoia last win-
ter, at so much per
day and their station-
ary thrown in, had
many little peculiari-
ties in their make-up
that the press failed
to notice during the session. There

were idiosyncrasies of character and

original action that came in as by-play,

and served to make life enjoyable dur- .

ing recess or off days. Senator Keller
belonged to the particular set that went
in for fun and busiuess combined. He
gave evidence of this on the trip of the
house and senate committee to the St.
Peter insape asylum. D. H. Freeman,
of St, Cloud, assured him before start-
ing that St. Peter and any small town
in Kandiyohi county were alike in that
both were on the borders of eivilization,
and that nothing to eat could be got in
them. Thus informed, Keller, before
starting, stopped at a lunch-coun-
ter and secured a ham sandwich
that cost him 75 cents. Enraged at the
extortionate price, when the proprie-
tor's back was turned he shoved a mus-
tard pot in with the sandwich and a
plate of >
doughnuts (@/
and walked =

out about 10 —
ahead
of the house.
1t was Keller
also who 7
bam boozled
Col. Allen as
to the defeat
of the bar-

(Y
i

bers’ Sunday i1 i
closing  bill. Qi DR

The colonel very much desired
the defeat of the bill and

Keller was well aware of his anxiety in
the matter, and whenever he desired
champagne for the first floor front he
would call the ecolonel into the rotunda
and assure him that the senate through
its friendship for him (the colonel)
would defeat the bill. That explana-
tion always brought the colonel in for
the drinks, and keller and the other
wicked wags waxed merry and fat.

Senator Buckman’s position during
the winter was a trying one: that is,
during his sleeping hours. His room at
the Merchants was located between
those of Representatives Flynn and
Clough. Buckman is quite dignified
and not much given to pranks out of
school, but Fiynn and Clough were two
of the wildest madeaps that trod Poker
row last winter. One of their favorite
tricks was to hiteh fine wires to Buek-
man’s bed clothes and have them run
out over the transom froimn his room into
their's. About the time that he would
get snugly cuddled down in  his
bed and speculating on the profit
of his log cut, Flynn would sneeze and
Clough would cough, and then each
would give his wire a tremendous jerk
and poor Buckman would find himself
shivering and gaping in the cold, while
his bedelothes hung up at the transom.
Another story told on him was that on
the morning before his election to the
vice presidency of the senate he was
awakened about dawn by Flynn and
Clough, who were kneeling at his bed-
side as if in prayer. Astonished at this,
Buckman inquired: *“Whatin the devil
are you two fellows doing here?”

“Praying for vou,” said Flynn.

“Why?” queried Buckman.

“0,” replied Flynn, “‘any presiding
officer of the state of Minnesota needs
a great amount of prayer before he can
attain salvation.”

Senator Ward’s plot on the last day of
the session to father on Senator Daniels
a resolution providing that all jack pots
should be opened for the *‘downs™ did
not suceeed. The resolution was intro-
dueed and passed with much laughter,
but the senate refused to believe that
the staid, proper member from Olm-
stead county had drawn it. The senator
from Waseca had early in the session
demonstrated his ability to rake in the
“downs™ and everything else on the
table, and he was given the credit of the
authorship of that resolution. Repre-
sentative  Greemn’s experience with a
sandwich at Kasota Junction, on one

of his trips home for a Sunday’s
rest, came very near costing
him his life. He had left the

train at the junction to get a lunch.
While wrestling with a very strong
sample of Southern Minnesota ham the
train started. So did Green. He was
twenty-five feet from the moving ears,
and when he reached them he was
under such tremendous headway that
he could not stop, and to prevent him-
self from goingunder the wheels was
forcad to throw himself against the side
of the ear, and in the rebound that fol-
lowed regain his equilibrium. This he
did, boarding the train finally with the
sandwich intact. He afterwards dis-
covered that if it had not been for the
strength of his sandwich when he
struck the side of the ecars—if it had
broken in that perilous moment—his
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life's career would have ended then
and there, He has now in his office a-
Garden City this self-same sandwich,
set in a bed of Scotch marble and pre-
served as a paper weight. No doubt .if
he returns to the house next year he
will bring it with him. An attempt to
purchase it from him for the purpose of
using it as the corner-stone of the War-
ner Memorial hall, at Garden City, in-
gloriously failed.

The burden of Representative George
F. Potter’s existence was an unknown
errespondent of a La Crosse paper who
persistently termed him “a pestiferous
}ittle insect.” This Potter resented.
He honestly believed that he was there
as the check on imprudent legislation,
unwise expenditures, and Donnelly.
The house may have, and probably did,
find him considerable of n nuisance;
but that he was a ““Houston county in-
seet” he indignantly denied. He was
born in England, was sixty years old,
gave his postal address as La Crescent,
and these, with other circumstances in
his legislative career, he thought enti
tled him to more consideration.

One of the members from Blue Earth,
W. R. Jones, while not conspicuous
during the session, except as the author
of the soldiers’ poll tax bill that did not
pass, was so impressed with the dignity
of his new position that his cards bore
his title. This whim, though, was no
more ludierous than the different shades
of color that Mr. Prosser’s mustache
showed during the inception, growth,
and victory of the high license bill.
At the start it was a heayy villain
black; but ‘as the fortunes of the bill
changed, it faded away into a dismal
tea gree’n_ : T become

shite at one time, and but for the inter-
vention of Mr. Buffun would have. He
explained that such an exposure of
faint cou would_lcertai!tn;y t;""lﬁu the

i S rosser clung tea gr
L when his pﬂﬁ:
blossomed forth again, ferociously dark,

and probably remains so at the present
time. 3
Senator Goodrich’s state of batche-
lorhood ex him to many sly dlgﬁ
from Senator Pope, who is blessed wit.
a wife and_ children. Whenever, by
any chance the subject of matrimony or
any of its attributes was raised in the
senate and Senator Goodrich started to
debate it, Senator Pope would promptly
rise to a point of order, holding that by
the Senator from Faribault the subject
was not debatable.” The story is told on
Senator Hall that when he was asked if
he intended to vote for the apportion-
ment bill he replied: “My position is
that of a fellow who was to divorce

self from a wife whom he
loved, so  that another  fel-
low might marry her. He replied

that a good thing in the hand was worth
two prospective good things in a hazel
bush.” The apportionment bill never
bobbed up; but whether it moulded
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DID HALT DO IT?

away in Hall’'s back pocket or was
chewed up W the secretary of the joint
committee on that bill is left to the dis-
crimination of the reader to decide.
Jones, of Redwood, laid himself open to
much good-natured chaff when in a
speech he referred to his family at home
as burning hay to keep warm. Red-
wood county is so thoroughly dotted
with Utopian coal mines that the house
promptly refused to behieve this improb-
able story. Fred Warner was so touched
with pity when he heard Jones make
this declaration that he-promptiy offered
hitn a share in the most prosperous pit
in the county.

No one who was there will probably
ever forget Mr. Baker's (of Norman)
embarrassment when he rose to debate
a bill on the service of domestic animals
and discovered that the house was full
of ladies: nor Mr. Sevatson’s readiness
to explain the bill to him, nor the man-
nerin which both were squelched by
the speaker, who put his head under the
desk to hide his blushes. Sevatson’s
favorite amusement was in keeping a
serap-book in which he had pasted every
allusion in the daily papers to himself,
his bills, and other incidents of his sixty
days’ career. The phenominally long-
winded speaker of the house was Pow-
ers, of Rice. TIe invariably rose
to speak about half-past 5 and when
everybody was getting hungry,
and proceeded to debate the memorial
for the education of colored children
in the south, and which emanated from
Mr. Pettit, of Hennepin. Powers fought
that memorial night after night, leaving
his seat and going to the center aisle to
do so. Yawns,hacking coughs, rustling
of feet, sneezes—nay, if the roof had
fallen—Powers would not have stopped.
He kept it up until he won; but at the
expense of a great many good suppers.
Ryan, Jr., of Waseca, was a humorist in
only one way, and that whenever the
roll eall was had. He might be within
ten feet of the speaker’s desk when his
name was called, but he was oblivious
to it. He would wait with pa-
tience until the last of the 103
names had been read and then in a loud
voice would cry out: *“Mr. Speaker,
Ryan, of Waseea, votes aye!” The way
“Ryan, of Waseca,”” voted was well
known at every call that session. Keyes,
of Rice.had one peculiarity when speak-
ing. That was twirling the chain of
his eye glasses as he spoke. The action
amounted with him to a gesture. Its
rapidity or slowness being according to
the rate at which he delivered his flow-
ing sentences. Little things like these
served to
make the ses-
ston to an ob-
servant  stu-
dent of hu-
man nature
; very interest-
WO ing. The dif-

| ferent styles

BOSS OF THE ROOST.  of dress, atti-
tudes, gestures; the varions type
of men, from the labor agitator to
the Alhance men, all afforded amuse-
ment. A verbatim report of the speeches
delivered during the session would have
afforded more material for the next edi-
tion of “Words, Their Use and Abuse,”
than could have beén published. To a
humorist the session was a rich mine at
very easy working.

————— -

ABOUT SHOW PEOPLE.

A shooting star—The aetress who can
handle a rifle—New Haven News.

Jersey Lily always plays to ecrowded
houses in New Jersey. The people there
th}ngltg she isa native of their own country
—Life.

Horace Mann said: “It is divine to
act well.” There’s very little show of
divinity in the dramatie profession then.
—Boston Post.

It is when a baggage master comes to
handle the Inggage of a star actor that
he realizes the force of Hamlet’s remark
about Yorick—a fellow of infinite chest.
—Texas Siftings.

When Emerson said ‘“hitch your
wagon to a star,” did he mean rharry an
actress?—Albany Argus. Perhaps so.
Some actresses have great drawing
powers “on the road.””—Lowell Courier.

When it comes to walking home the
leading man of a company is behind,the
comedian is saddest, the heavy man has
the worst of it and the utility gets his
work in.—New Orleans Picayune.

A New York theater has commenced
the use of a cooling machine for the
benefit of its patrons, but it is believed
to be a failure. Anyway, a great many
young men rush out between the acts,
as usual, to get something cool.—Nor-
ristown Herald.

The theaters are now elosed. Will the
ladies continue to wear the high hats
that have of late Leen the style? No;
they will Jwear low-crowded sailor hats
until the amusement season opens. Then
they will pile Ossa on Pelion again in
arranging their headgear.—Boston Cour-
ier.

——
A Boon to Mankind.

Texas Siftings,

~ Why shouldn’t the puffed sleeves of
tailies be -

prevent bagging at the

the ladies be adapted to man’s chief
o
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AFTER SEVEN  MONTES.
Hrs. Bridget Conway, of 103 Lecoh

Street, Tells-of Her Fifteen
Years’ Suffering.

A HMinneapolis Teamster is Interviewed
By a Reporter and States How
He Was Relieved |

One of the Reasons Why so Many Peo-
ple Visit Dr. McCoy’s Offices at
No. 10 West Third Strest.

Hailing a cab on one of the hot days,
of the past week the writer told the!
driver to proceed to 103 Leech street,{
where, upon arriving. was found amy
aged couple, both of whom have lived{
the three score years of time and who!
have seen the ups and downs of life in}
almost every conceivable form, but
withal that they are happy and con-:
tented, taking Iife as it comes. Mr. and !
Mrs. Conway have resided in St. Paul!
for the last thirty-three years, and by
thrift, industry and economy have ac-
quired enough of this world’s goods to
live comfortably. ‘For the last fifteen
years,” said Mr. Conway, “my wife hasj
been a constant sufferer from catarrh of !
the stomach. Her stomach would re- -
tain none of the food she ate. Had a
continu distressing feeling and!
was sick at the stomach nearly’
all the time. This annoved her}
s0 she could not sleep at night and was
always feeling bad. In addition to that
she was suffering from eczema and a'
chronie uleer on her foot, which both-
ered her so she could walk with diffi-
cultx. In December last I had her visit
Dr. McCoy's_office and go under his
treatment. Well, she took his medicine
and treatment just one month, and was
completely cured of her trouble. Itis
now about seven months since she
stopped taking medicine, and she felt
none of the old symptoms since. She
is now able to eat a hearty meal, sleeps
well, feels good and strong and is better
than she has been for more than fifteen
years and I am fully satisfied that had
it not been for Dr. MeCoy's treatment
she would still be suffering all the pangs
of the tormented.” Mrs. Bridget Con-
way can be seen and the truth of the
above statement fully corroborated by
any one_who will call upon her at her
home, No. 103 Leech street, St. Paul.

AN INTERVIEW

With a Minneapolis Teamster
‘Who Was Cuared in One Month.
Charles Ogren isa Swede by Dbirth,

having came to America about seven

years ago and has been employed as a

teamster. He now resides at 921 Haw-

thorn avenue, where a reporter found
him one evening during the hot weather
in a vain endeavor to keep cool.

“Have you been  treated at Dr. Me-
Coy’s oftice for catarrh?” asked' the
scribe.

“Yes, sir, 1 have.”

“With what success?”

*“With the best possible success I
could wish for. You see I had been
troubled for more than two years with a
pain in my head, a constant dropping
of something in my throat; would take
cold on the least exposure. My nose
was entirely stopped up, so that I had
to breathe through my mouth. I hada
bad taste in my mouth upon arising in
the morning, and would have spells of
vomiting same as seasickness. This
the doctor said was caused by an accum-
ulation of mueus which would gather in
my throat while I was sleeping. My

_ TEAMSTER OGREN
appefite was very poo and my digestion

bad. I could not sleep at night, and
was troubled with night sweats: would
occasionally have fits of coughing. 1 also
had the chllls and fever, and was
AT TIMES VERY DESPONDENT,

because there was not one day from the
time I contracted the cold which caused
my frouble that I was entirely free
from some ache or pain. I had pains
through my back and shoulders and
oftenin my breast and through my
whole system alwa?'s felt a tired and
languid feeling, with no ambition to do
anything. I frequently went to work
when I felt I was doing an injustice to
myself and mg' employer.”

“How long have you been under the
MecCoy treatment?”” queried the. seribe.

““It is just a little over one one month
ago since 1 consulted and began taking
his medicine, and I tell you, sir, the

ains have all left me. I have no more

1eadache, no pains in my shoulders,
chest or back. I have an excellent ap-
petite, I sleep well and arise greatly re-
freshed. Do not have that tired and
languid feeling I used to have. I have
no more night sweats. Do not cough,
hawk and spit any more: my nose is
rfectly clear, as I ean breathe through
it freely : my breath is not offensive any
more, as it used to be. In fact, I am
entirely cured of my eatarrhal troubles
and never felt better in my life.”

Mr. Charles Ogren ean be found at
the address above given, and ecan be
questioned as to the above statement.
The cut above fairly represents Mr.,
Ogren,

DOCTOR

J.GRESAP M’GOY,

Late of Bellevue Hospital, New York, has
offices at

No. 10 West Third Street,
ON BRIDGE SQUARE,

ST. PAUL, MINN.

Where all curable cases are treated with
success.
Medical diseases treated skillfully.
Consumption, Bright’s Disease,Dyspe
sia, Rhéeumatism and all NERVOUS
DISEASES. All diseases peculiar to
the sexes a s%ecia]ty. JATARRH
CURED. CONSULTATION at office
or _bl;y mai(li.‘ £1.

any diseases are treated success-
fully by Dr. MeCoy through the
mails, and it is thus possible for those
unable to make a journey to obtain. suc-
cessful hospital treatment at their
homes. Office hours, 9to 11 a. m.: 2 to
4p.m.; 7to8p. m. Sunday hours from
9a.mn tolp. m. Correspondence re-
ceives prompt attention. No letters an-
swere«f unless ;\ccomﬁanled by 4 cents in
stamps. _Address all mail to Dr. J. C.
MeCoy, West Hotel, Minneapolis,

———

A Sepoy Kills Eleven Men.

St. James Gazette,

A terrible story from Kurrachee illus-
trates the dangers to which a man who
runs amuck exposes his neighbors. A
Sepoy with forty rounds of ammunition
broke loose ameng his eomrades at 1
o’clock in the mrpmf. He shot two

fellow Sepoys, four shopkeepers who
were lying asleep outside t! '
hort v;;mg ] np outside their shops,

ca . The r?im ent tur
out in pursuit of him, and he toolllr -
niqina stone inclosure. After firing
iy
shot

“

at his pursuers he final
Bt e e
his victims died. nﬁ, i Az



